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A Fresh Start 


Author's Notes: 

Since this is RockFIC, I'm taking some literary/creative license with Glenn and changing his timeline around. He 
did record part of “The Allnighter" in Muscle Shoals, Alabama, but in my story, he did most of it there. While | 
do live close to the Shoals area, | don't write Mary Sue fics. Wish-fulfillment, yes. But not Mary Sue. 


l'm a romantic at heart, and | love Glenn. So this is just good old-fashioned romance (with some spicel). Hope 


you like it. (l also highly recommend the documentary "Muscle Shoals" if you haven't seen it. Excellent work) 


Spring, 1983 

Florence, Alabama was beautiful in the spring, Glenn thought, as he walked downtown, to Trowbridge's on Court 
Street. The dogwood trees bloomed, as did the azaleas and other flowers. Trowbridge's, he knew, was kind of a 
legend in the Shoals area -- which is what the natives called the four towns grouped together, the Tennessee 
River separating them. You might actually live in Florence, Sheffield, Muscle Shoals, or Tuscumbia, but it was 


all "The Shoals" when you talked about that part of the state. 


He wasn't sure what it was in the red clay or the river water that made north Alabama such a fertile 


musical field, but there was no doubt something ran deep in the DNA of these people that made them music 
lovers and musicians. So much great music had come from the area, and he always felt inspired after a day of 
driving around the farms, or being at one of the parks, watching the river roll on its ceaseless journey to the 


Ohio. 


One of the best parts, though, was that no one bothered him. Mick and Keith were right -- people in the 
Shoals area left celebrities alone. Didn't matter who you were; you could count on your privacy and space 
being respected. Anything else was rude and inhospitable, according to these folks. When he was in the Shoals, 
he was just Glenn, the guy recording over at Jackson Highway. (The studio's official name was Muscle Shoals 


Sound, but it was on Jackson Highway, hence the local name.) 


The sun was bright and in spite of wearing sunglasses, Glenn sighed in relief when he opened the door to 
Trowbridge's and got out of the direct sunlight. He moved to the counter and looked at the ice cream choices. 
They only carried about I5 or so flavors, but everything about this place reminded him of the ice cream 
parlors in the Detroit of his childhood. The old-fashioned formica countertops and vinyl booths evoked another 


era. 


"Now what kind do you want today, baby?" That was Dot, the older lady who worked the afternoon shift. She 
was on a lot when Glenn came in for his afternoon break, and she quickly had him pegged as "not from around 


here," but she decided she liked him, and he suspected she gave him extra large scoops of ice cream. 


"Think I'm gonna be different today. How about a scoop of chocolate and one of butter pecan?" he replied, 


grinning at her. 

"Sure thing. You want it in a dish?" 

"Please." 

"OK, baby. You have a seat and I'll bring it to you." 


"Thanks, Dot." Glenn seated himself at the end of the bar, his back facing the bright sun. Dot brought him the 


ice cream and he slid three dollar bills across the counter. "Keep the change," he said, as he always did. 
She smiled at him and went to wait on a couple of college kids who came in. 


Nothing about Glenn was designed to attract any attention He wore faded jeans, his tennis shoes were a little 
dingy (red clay was murder on white sneakers), and his gray Lakers T-shirt had seen better days. He looked 
around at the patrons in the diner and spotted a woman sitting at a booth, also out of the sun. She had papers 
strewn across the table and a fat manila folder next to her. She was obviously grading a paper, but Glenn 
couldn't tell in what subject. An essay, maybe, since she shook her head silently as she flipped a page, read a 
little, and marked the next page with a red pen. He grinned. She probably was a professor at the University of 
North Alabama, the town's small college. Her brown hair fell across her cheek and when she raised her head, 


he saw an arresting face. Not beautiful, but attractive. She had high cheekbones and a determined chin. Dot 


brought her a glass of water, and when she grinned at the older lady and thanked her, her face lit up. 


Glenn ate his ice cream slowly, watching the woman across the way. He was an unattached, healthy, 34-year- 
old man, and this lady interested him. And without being too egotistical, he knew he was a good-looking guy who 
had a lot of charm when he chose to exercise it. So he kept an eye on her, and when she finally made eye 
contact with him, he smiled sweetly. Her reaction was unexpected. She gave him a bemused half-smile and her 
brows knit a little quizzically. Then she turned back to her work. Well, that was interesting. Maybe she thought 
she knew him. He didn't think she recognized him, though. 


Dot came to bring him some water this time, and he inclined his head in the woman's direction "Do you know 


her?" he whispered. 


"That's Claire Hallman. She teaches English at the college," Dot said, low. "Two of my grandkids had her for 
classes. She's one smart, tough cookie. Good professor, and worked the tar out of them." She wiped the 


counter down. "She ain't married, either," the woman said with a wink and moved on. 


Well! Glenn finished his ice cream and stood. He stretched a little, aware that Claire Hallman was watching him 
surreptitiously. Nothing obvious, but as many times as Glenn had been around the block, he knew when a 
female was eyeing him. With deliberate nonchalance, he ambled over to her table. "Hi. Do | know you? You look 


really familiar." 


The brunette turned deep-set, brown eyes on him. "I was just wondering the same thing about you. But | don't 


think so. | guess | just have one of those faces." She gave him a quick smile. 
"Me too," he replied with a chuckle. "God, but I'm rude. Glenn," he said and held out his hand. 


‘Not at all. I'm Claire," she said, taking his hand briefly. Something like an electric tingle went up her arm as 
their fingers touched. 

Claire Hallman looked at this man, his cerulean eyes twinkling at her. It had been so long since a man had looked 
sideways at her, she wasn't sure she remembered how to act. She noticed him the minute he walked inside, 
and admired his handsome face, his trim physique, and a lower half that filled out those faded Levis in all the 
right places. Not that tall, but with a face like his, who cared? His light brown hair was short, but thick and 
luxuriant and swept over his forehead. He had a strong face, square jaw, and a cleft in his chin that became 


more obvious when he smiled, as he was doing now. He looked so familiar! 

"Are you a teacher?" he asked, gesturing to the papers on the table. 

"College professor, so yeah. | teach English at UNA. | come in here a lot to grade papers." 
"That's cool. Anything interesting?" 


She chuckled. "Unfortunately, no. Its Beowulf, and | hate Beowulf, but it's one of those things you have to 


cover. | try to spend as little time on it as | can. | used to feel guilty because | hate it, becouse English 


professors are supposed to love great literature, but | don't feel guilty anymore. Some of it just isn't to my 
taste, and this is one of those pieces that isn’t." She paused. “But what about you? What do you do for a 


living?" 


Here it was. The Question He didn't want to begin by lying, though. It would come back to bite him -- it always 


did. "l'm a musician" 
"Oh. That's interesting! Musicians always have great road stories." Then, it hit her. Claire looked at this man, 
and saw him a little younger, with much longer hair and a moustache. And his name was Glenn. Her eyes 


widened. 


Glenn grimaced inwardly. This was always the worst part -- that moment when the woman figured out who he 


was, and had to decide how to be about it. "I have quite a few stories, believe me." He grinned at her again 
"Ill bet you do," and her tone was a tad speculative. "You in town working?" 

"Over at Jackson Highway," he answered and she nodded 

"Have a seat," Claire said and gestured to the empty space across from her. 

"Thanks" He sat down "How long have you been a professor?" 

"Three years. | was hired about six months after my husband died” 

"Oh, Im sorry," Glenn said 

"Hts OK. We were only married three years. He was a firefighter. Died in the line of duty, saving an elderly lady 
from an apartment fire. He got her out, and leaned out the window to check the ropes. The windowsill was 
rotten and gave way from under him. He couldn't catch himself and fell four stories" Might as well get that 
out of the way. It was bound to come up, eventually, if they talked long enough. 

Glenn shook his head. "That's awful. Like | said, 'm sorry" 

"Thanks. 


"Am | disturbing you? | know you were grading some papers," he said. 


"No. Its a welcome distraction. | can grade papers anytime," Claire answered with a smile. "So, are you working 


on an album?" 


"That's the plan. | like recording here. Its low key and the crew at Jackson Highway is fantastic. Such great 


musicians. Are you from here?" 


"No. Well, not from the Shoals area, per se. | grew up about 40 miles east of here. But UNA was hiring 
professors, and | needed to get out of Huntsville. That's where | lived when | was married," she explained. 


"I see. Well, everybody at the studio loves Trowbridge's, and they finally convinced me to come. Now I'm here 


just about every afternoon It's a cool place." 
"It really is, and you know, they've been open for years, right here. When my dad got his degree here in the 
mid-50s, it was here. He loves it. They have black walnut ice cream, which is his favorite. He says it hasn't 


changed much." 


Glenn smiled at that. "| was just thinking it reminds me of the ice cream parlors when | was a kid in Detroit. 


Except the lady behind the counter is a lot nicer. She calls me baby all the time." He laughed. 

"That's the South for you. It doesn't bother you that she says it, does it?" 

He shook his head. "Nah. Not at all. Makes me feel like she's my Gramma. It's nice." He looked at his watch. 
"Crap. I've got to get back if | want to get anything done today. Thanks for letting me sit down. Its been great 
meeting you." He stood. 

"You too, Glenn. Take care." 

"Yeah. Hey -- would you be interested in going out sometime? Maybe Friday night? If you're not busy, that is." 
‘lm not busy." Dont sound so desperate, how about it? She chided herself inwardly. But she still took one of her 
business cards and gave it to him. "My home number's on there." The grin she got made her want to melt and 


run down in her shoes. 


"Thanks. I'll call -- | promise." He couldn't believe she gave him her number, but he wasn't questioning the 


universe. 

"| believe you," Claire said with a laugh. "Have a good evening. Hope you get a lot done” 

"Me too. lIl see you," he said and was gone. 

Dot came to her table. "Did | hear that good-looking thing asking you on a date?" she asked. 
Claire nodded. "You did. | can't believe it" 

"Believe it, sweetie. You need a fresh start” 


Claire looked out into the bright Alabama sunlight and thought Dot might have a point. And it starred Glenn 
Frey. Wow. When her luck changed, it reallly changed. 


Glenn drove back to the studio, thinking about Claire Hallman and her strangely attractive face, with brown 
eyes that seemed to peer into his heart. He was Irish enough to wonder if she had what they called "the 
sight." But maybe if they went out, it could be a fresh start. He needed one. 


Getting to Know You 


Author's Notes: 

Thanks so much for the reads, recs and reviews. | appreciate each one. | can't guarantee every update wil 
come so quickly, but when the muse is active, | like to take advantage of it. 

Enjoy! 


‘OK. Let's talk about why ‘Huck Finn’ is a classic. What makes it such a great book?" Claire was teaching her 
American Literature || class. Several students had good responses and the class was rolling when she 
remembered the day before and leaned against her desk as the students were talking. 

"Dr. Hallman? You OK?" one of her students asked. 


Claire came to herself with a start. "Yeah, l'm fine. Just a little out there this morning." 


"Looked liked you were miles away," came from the class clown "You meet a guy or something?" The class 


laughed and Claire rolled her eyes. 
"No, not enough coffee before class. Let's talk about Mark Twain, how about it?" She found out quickly that 
such questions were best deflected with humor. But she forced herself to stay on topic the rest of the 


morning. 


At lunch, Claire picked at her salad in the faculty lounge in the cafeteria, with its grandiose name The Great 
Hall. 


"Earth to Claire," shook her out of her daydream. 
"Huh? Oh, hi Pat. What's up?" 


Pat Toney, fellow English professor, put her tray down. "I could ask you the same thing. Your brain is obviously 


somewhere else today." 
Claire shrugged. "Spring fever, | guess. Ready for a break" 
"You and me both. So what are you teaching this summer?" 


"Brit Lit Il and Poetry 40l." 


"Not bad. I've got American Lit | this summer." 

"Sermons and recipes. You have my sympathy." 

"Well, I'll try to get to a little Edgar Allen Poe. That should perk things up somewhat." 

Claire nodded. "That's always fun. Last time | taught Poetry was winter quarter two years ago and you 
remember how much rain we had that winter. One of my adult students was talking and said, ‘Man, a day like 
this, its a Monday and we're doing Sylvia Plath. Makes me want to go home and drink Drain-0." 

Pat burst out laughing. "Priceless. | understand just how she feels." 


"Me too. I'd let Sylvia languish alone, if the syllabus didn't require it” 


"Oh yeah. What's outside that's so interesting?” Claire was staring out the window, a dreamy look on her face. 


Pat nudged her. "What's the matter with you?" Then, an idea hit her. "Did you meet someone?" 
"Wellll.," Claire hemmed. 
Pat clapped her hands. "You did! Tell me all about it! When? Where?" 


"Yesterday at Trowbridge's. | was grading papers and this man just started a conversation with me. He thought 
he recognized me, but | wasn't who he thought | was. But we got to talking and he asked me out!" 


"Girlfriend! You're kidding! Fobulous! Does he have a name?" 
"Glenn. And he's really good-looking!" Claire felt like a giggly teenager. 

"Now we're talking! What else?" 

"He's nice. Smart. Articulate" And sings like an angel, she thought: 

Pat rolled her eyes. "Well, | figured that much. Gorgeous and stupid doesn’t interest you. Where does he work?" 
"Jackson Highway It was only a small fib. Glenn was working there currently. 

Her friend looked impressed. "Oooooohhh. And musical! Sounds good, And are we going out soon?" 

"Tomorrow night" 

'Girll That white boy's a fast worker. You be careful. You know these musician types: 


Claire was hard-pressed not to burst out laughing at that. Pat was on top of the truth, if she only knew. "Oh, | 


will. You know me. Biggest chicken in Lauderdale County.’ 


Pat nodded sagely. "That's why | don't worry too much about you. You're a smart chicken Keeps you out of all 
kinds of trouble." She finished her hot dog. "Gotta get to my one o'clock. Keep me posted. | want to know all 
about it!" 


"I will" She said goodbye and did laugh when Pat was out of earshot. Claire had a feeling she'd sent trouble an 
engraved invitation into her world, but she'd lived her whole life playing it safe, and even if it broke her heart, 
she wasn't doing it this time. Well, not foo safe, anyway. She wasn't going to completely lose her head over this 
guy, no matter who he was, or how he looked. She just wasn't. She stood. She had office hours to keep, and an 
appointment with a student looking for a way out of college algebra 


"If you take Math Insights this summer at Calhoun, it will sub for algebra, since you're getting a BA. and not a 
BS," Claire explained "That's your only option, though. But I've had students who took it and said it wasn't bad. 
You're talking math concepts, not learning factoring or any of that stuff. It's a lot of logic. Truth tables. Venn 
diagrams. That kind of thing." 

Lucy looked a little less terrified "OK, Doc. | trust you. Did you have to take college algebra?" 

"No, thank God, or l'd still be in college. | had something called Mathematics for School Teachers. | wouldn't 
advise you to take this class if | didn't think it was a solution for you. Get it out of the way, and you should 
be able to graduate in December." Her phone rang and she picked it up. "English Department, Dr. Claire Hallman." 
"Well, hey there, Dr. Hallman How are you?" Glenn's tenor was teasing and sexy. 

"Fine," she said, hoping it didn't come out as a squeak, but knowing her face was beet red. "And you?" 

‘Oh, I'm good. Want to meet me after class for some ice cream? I'm buyin’, he asked. 

She cleared her throat and tried to sound like a professional, 30-year-old college professor, instead of a I5- 
year-old kid. "Id love to, but | can't. I've got two make-up midterms to give this afternoon. | doubt I'll get away 
before five or so. tm sorry." 

"Its OK. A bummer, but OK. We still on for tomorrow night?" 

"Sure. Looking forward to it." 

"Me too. See ya, doctor" Something in his tone was just wicked. 


"OK. Bye." She hung up and turned to her student. "Sorry about that." 


"No problem. He must be a fox!" The girl grinned. 


Busted "Well, | cant argue with that assessment," Claire answered wryly. 

‘Im glad for you. And Ill get a catalog from Calhoun and register for that math class’ 

"You do that. | think itll work out well for you" 

"So do |" The girl got up and went to the door. "And have a great time on your date, Dr. Hallman’ 


"Thanks, Lucy," Claire answered, 


Claire could hardly sleep that night, thinking about her date. She wondered what Glenn had in mind to do. Dinner, 
she guessed. She plumped her pillow and turned over. She didn't even have class on Fridays to keep her 
distracted all day. Well, she'd do yard work, then. She had some flowers to plant, and it looked like spring was 
going to stay around, so she'd risk it. They could get a mid-April frost, but she wasn't betting on it. 

Just after noon, the phone rang. She picked it up. "Hello?" 


"Hi Claire." No man had a right to sound so good on the phone. He must have called her office and found out 
she didn't have classes today. 


"Hey Glenn. Taking a break?" 

"Yeah. | have to eat once in a while. Listen, is six good for you?" 

"That's fine. What are we doing?" 

"Well, | thought I'd be really conventional, if that's all right. Dinner and the late movie?" 
"Sure. Sounds good," Claire said. Conventional suited her just fine. 

"OK. Anything you've been wanting to see?" 

"How about ‘High Road to China? Supposed to be pretty good." 

"Cool with me. Give me directions to your place and I'll pick you up." 

"All right. Got a pen?" 

"Yep. Shoot." 


Claire gave him the directions, hoping he didn't get turned around between the studio and her house. "If it 


doesn't sound right, one of the guys at the studio can probably be clearer than | was." 
He laughed. "I've got a pretty good sense of direction See you about six, then" 


"See you," she said and hung up. Lord, if she was this nervous now, she'd be a wreck by the time they left. 
More yard work was the obvious remedy. Not that she had such a green thumb, but it would keep her 


occupied. 


It was 5:15 and Claire stood in her bedroom, irritated What to wear? Yes, it was just dinner and a movie. But 
still. Jeans? Slacks? T-shirt? Blouse? She picked up garments and threw them on the bed. "Shoot. I've got to 
decide on something.” She picked up more clothing. "OK. Black slacks for sure. Don't want my hips to look wider 
than they already do. And let's see. What else? Oh, let's just go classic and wear the purple polo shirt." She 
knew purple was a good color on her. She did her makeup -- nothing heavy -- grabbed a magazine and sat 


down to wait. She hated waiting, but she had it to do. 


She heard Glenn pull up, but his knock still startled her. She went to the door and opened it. "Hey. Come in. Let 
me just get my purse.’ He wore jeans and a light blue Oxford shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Casual, 
devastatingly sexy. 


"OK. | like your house," he said as he stepped inside. And he did. She lived in a quiet, older neighborhood. Her 
house was shaded and had an inviting porch. Inside, the hardwood floors and comfy-looking furniture made it 


look homey and inviting. 
"Why thank youl | like it here, too. Its quiet” She went to grab her purse from the kitchen table. "I'm ready." 


"All right. Lets go." Glenn noticed right away that big hair and lots of makeup clearly weren't Claire's style. She 
had on rosy lipstick and blush and eyeliner applied lightly. Her face looked fresh and Glenn found himself liking it. 
Her eyes had a wise look that made him wonder again if she could read his mind. She was sitting at 
Trowbridge's, so he couldn't see much about her height or anything. She had broad shoulders for a woman, 
and was curvy. She had what his mother called a "healthy" figure, but she walked to the car with a long, easy 
stride. She carried herself with confidence and as he opened the door for her, he found himself liking her looks. 


Claire's eyes widened a little when she saw the deep blue Camaro sitting at the curb. It was a sharp car. Not 
that she was surprised he drove a sportscar. It was pretty much in keeping with what guys his age wanted to 


drive. "Nice wheels," she said. 


He grinned. "Think so? Guy who works for the Chevy dealership rented it to me. His brother's an engineer at 
the studio." 


"That works out. So you're not staying in a hotel this whole time, are you?" That was a depressing thought. 


"No. Actually, Bob Seger's a buddy of mine and he has a house here. He records here a lot, so he bought a 


house. So that's where | am." 
It shouldn't surprise her that he was friends with someone like Bob Seger, but it came home again to Claire 
that this man often lived in a world very different from hers. "Oh, that's good. | guess you're used To living 


out of hotels, but I'm sure you'd rather be in an actual house." 


"Yeah. And the cleaning lady comes in once a week, so | don't have to live with the results of my bad 


housekeeping,” he laughed and Claire joined him. 


"Well, I'm not a neat freak, by any means, either. | try to keep the den picked up, but its a mystery to me 


how one person can generate such a mess. | don't understand it." 


"Me either. Looks like if scientists could put a man on the moon, they could come up with a self-cleaning 
house.” He shook his head and grinned at Claire. 


"For real. I'd rather do anything but housework" 
"Me too. So where do you want to eat?" 
"| don't care. l'm flexible," Claire answered. 


"Do you know anything about a Chinese place over close to the mall -- the Jade Dragon or something like 


that?" 


"Oh yeah! It's good. I've eaten there a lot. The folks who own it are really nice. Their daughter was in my 
freshman comp class last year, in fact. Good student" 


Glenn nodded. "Well, I've been jonesing for some hot and sour soup. Does that sound OK?" 
"Sure. They have a lot of seating, so even if they're crowded, it shouldn't be a problem" 
"Great. So let me ask you something." 

"What's that?" 

"Are you a fan?" His grin was teasing. 

‘OF what?" Although she knew exactly what he meant. 

He laughed. "C'mon You know what | mean" 


"Why do you want to know?" 


"I just do. Juvenile curiosity. Are you a fan?" 
She sighed. "Yes." 


Glenn honestly was curious. He knew she didn't recognize him right away at Trowbridge's, and she didn't seem 


extremely impressed by his fame. "Did you ever see us play live?" 
"| did. It was in I716, in Jackson, Mississippi." 

"Was the show good? Did you enjoy it?" 

"Yeah. It was great. Why?" 


He shrugged. "Good. | was hoping it wasn't one of the shows where we showed up and were almost too stoned 


to sing." 
"Did that really ever happen?" 


Glenn chuckled a little. "Not to that extent, no. But it could have. Different days. So what's your favorite Eagles 


song?" 

Claire grinned. "You sure you want to know?" 

He glanced at her. “Sure. Oh -- let me guess. One of Henley’s, right?" He rolled his eyes. 
"Nope. ‘Take it to the Limit." Which was the truth. 

"Seriously? Why do you like that one?" He was pleasantly surprised. 

"| like Randy's voice on it, and it's just a great song." 


Glenn nodded. "I agree. | always loved Randy's voice. But we were so lucky to have two bass players with 


incredible voices." 
"Oh yeah. Timothy Schmit has a fantastic voice. Love to hear him sing, too." 
"You don't like hearing me sing?" he said, giving her a sidelong glance. 


Claire glared at him. "You know doggone good and well you can sing. If you're gonna fish for compliments, be a 
little less obvious, how about it?" she shot back, then mentally smacked herself. She could've bitten her tongue 


off for that. Why did she have to be such a smart-aleck? 


Glenn shifted in his seat. "Ouch," he said, but he grinned at her. She was feisty and apparently unwilling to take 


any shit from him. He liked it. 


She was looking out the window and didn't see his expression. "Sorry about that. | have a tendency to say what 
| think" 


"Do not apologize!" He reached to take her hand. They were stopped at a red light. "Hey. Look at me. C'mon" 
Claire turned miserable eyes to Glenn, who was grinning broadly at her, his eyes twinkling. "Do not apologize for 
being real. | need people in my life like that.” 

"Um, OK" 

He squeezed her hand before releasing it. "Take my word for it. So how's the hot and sour at this place?" 


"My friends say it's good. Its not my favorite, but they like it. | like egg drop soup, myself." 


“All right. That's my barometer for a decent Chinese place. If the hot and sour is good, everything else usually 
is. Doesn't look way crowded," he said as they pulled into the parking lot. 


As they walked to the door, Glenn took Claire's hand and laced his fingers through hers. Well, apparently, he 

wasn't upset with her sharp words, which was a relief. She needed to watch her mouth, though, if she didn't 
want him to think she was an acid-tongued witch. 

They were seated and looking at the menus. Glenn scanned it. "Great selection Lots of choices. Whats good?" 
"Everything I've ever had here is good. So just whatever you like. The portions are huge, though." 

"Want to split something, then?" 


Claire nodded. "Yeah, that'll work. What sounds good to you?" 


"All | had for lunch was a couple of tacos, so l'm hungry. Everything sounds good. What about the twice- 
cooked pork?" 


‘| like it. H's a little spicy, but not too much." 

"We'll do that, then” He gave their order to the server, and when his soup came out, he tasted it, and then 
smiled. "This is really good. So. You probably know more about me than | do about you. Tell me about Dr. Claire 
Hallman." 


"What do you want to know?" 


He laughed. "What made you decide to be a professor?" 


"| always liked teaching, but | don't have the temperament to deal with the younger kids. I'd hurt someone," 
Claire chuckled. "What about you? Did you always love music?" 


"Yeah, and | got in a garage band like all my friends did, and found out | could actually play! My mom made us 
take piano lessons when we were kids, so that kind of got me started. | think she finally forgave me for being 
in a rock band when she heard me play the piano in concert." He grinned. 


Claire laughed, too. “That would do it, I'd think. What would you've done if music hadn't worked out?" 


Glenn looked thoughtful. "I dunno. | love cars. Maybe been a mechanic. | played sports in high school, but | 
wasn't good enough for a scholarship or anything. Decent, but not great." 


"What was your favorite subject in high school?" Claire asked. 
"Probably history. It was interesting to see how one event led to another, you know?" 
"I know. History was my other major besides English.’ 


That got a smile. "Brainiac. I'm old enough now to wish I'd paid more attention in high school, but at the time, it 


was cars, girls and guitars -- not necessarily in that order," he said, a little sheepishly. 
"Oooh. Color me surprised," Claire replied, making Glenn roll his eyes expressively. 


"Now, come on Teenage boys are more than just hormones -- wait. No, we're not. We're pathetic." He laughed 


and Claire did too. "Why do you think we play sports? Gotta get rid of that pent-up.. You know." 
"Yeah, | remember high school." She shook her head. 

"So back to you. Brothers? Sisters?" 

"One sister. She's older. Married. Lives near Birmingham." 


‘OK. My folks still live in the Detroit area. Suburbs now, though. | can't get them to move to LA. Even the 


weather doesn't convince them." He shrugged. 
‘Its a different lifestyle," Claire said, and that wise look came back into her eyes. 
"It is definitely that," he agreed. "So what's your favorite course to teach?" 


"Well, | love teaching British literature -- once we get through Beowulf, that is. | don't know. It's more than | 


don't like teaching certain works, but they're part of the curriculum.’ 


"What don't you like besides Beowulf?" This should be interesting, he thought: 


"Oedipus," she said immediately. "And ‘Death of a Salesman’. If I'm going to teach Miller, I'd much rather do ‘The 
Crucible’. Um, Herman Melville. And people can talk from now on about the greatness of Joseph Conrad, but | 
can't stand him." 

"Wish you'd been my English teacher. I'll bet you're good" His grin was a little roguish. 

"Come to one of my classes and see for yourself." 

‘Seriously? You wouldn't mind if | dropped in?" 


She shook her head. "Not at all." 


"IIl do it" He reached across the table to take her hand. "But you have to come to a session one day. | want 


you To." 

Claire couldn't think straight when Glenn touched her. "OK. It's a deal," she said. 

Glenn's opinion was dinner was a success. The food was good, and the conversation was better. He did love 
history, and a conversation about Charles and Diana led to Claire getting into an in-depth discussion of the 
monarchy. Glenn sat, chin on his hand, and listened, but mostly, he watched Claire's face, which was animated 


with enthusiasm. Then, she caught herself and turned red with embarrassment. 


"Oh Lord. | know you're bored to death. I'm so sorry. When | get to rambling like that, please tell me to stop. I'l 


go on all night" His eyes were glazing over, she knew. 


"No, it was fascinating. Really!" he assured her, seeing her dubious expression. "Most people can't just call all 


that to mind." 

"Well, thanks, but most people want to talk about new movies, and TV shows and stuff." 

He nodded. "And that's cool. But there's more in the world to talk about than that, don't you think?" 

"Sure. | just don't want you bored to tears, that's all. 

| wasn't. Promise. Let's get going.” 

They walked around the mall for a while until closer to the time for the movie to start and while Claire 
wondered how Glenn could possibly find a mall entertaining, he was enjoying the simple pleasure of a first date, 
with no photographers in sight, and with a lady who was smart and funny. He tucked her hand into the crook 


of his arm as they walked, and they made their way to the mall entrance of the theater. 


"Want some popcorn?" he asked. 


"No way. I'm full. But it always smells so good!" Claire answered. 
"There's psychology in that." 


The movie was entertaining, if a little predictable, but neither Claire nor Glenn were looking for anything 


remotely heavy. It was fun, which was what Glenn wanted. 
He walked her to her door. "I had a great time," he said. "| want to see a lot more of you." 
"Really?" Oh, that didnt come out right. "| mean, | had a good time, too. Thanks," Claire answered. 


"Weather is supposed to be nice tomorrow. I'd like to get out of town. Want to come with me? Unless you have 


papers to grade," he teased. 

"I told you | can grade papers any time, Mr. Smarty,” she said, making a face at him, which got a huge grin. 
"You think about somewhere we can go, since this is your home turf. I'll call you." 

| haven't said I'd go," she said coolly, but this time, Glenn caught the twinkle in her eyes. 

He turned as if to leave, "OK. Talk to you next week, then," and he looked at her over his shoulder. 
"You're a creep," she said. 

Glenn burst out laughing and turned back to her. "I'm a what?" he said. 

"A creep! A big creep! Just assume I'll go somewhere with you." 

"You're going, arent you?" 

"Well yeah, but that's beside the point!" 

Still chuckling, Glenn went to her. He knew she was teasing him. "How about a picnic?" 

"Sounds good." 


He thought about trying to kiss her, but thought she might slug him, so he put his arms around her instead, 
and kissed her hair. "I really did have a great time tonight" 


"So did I," Claire said, her cheek against his shoulder, her heart racing a mile a minute. 


"See you tomorrow?" 


"Yeah. Good night, Glenn." 
He pulled away, his grin wicked. "Night, doc." Somehow, his words sent heat straight through her. 


She watched him walk to the car and waved at him as he pulled away. She went inside the house and collapsed 
on the sofa She was thinking of how Glenn felt in her arms, how delicious his cologne smelled, how his laugh 
rumbled in his chest when he hugged her, of his lips in her hair. And he wanted to see her again! She was 
going to need all of her pragmatic common sense -- only she was afraid it flew out the window of Glenn's 


Camaro. She hoped she'd be able to sleep as she turned the lights out and got ready for bed. 


It had been a good first date, Glenn thought. Claire Hallman was a complex woman. He wanted to get to know 
her better. She wasn't a pushover, but he liked doing the chasing, so that worked for him. And there were 
sparks between them. She was all woman in his arms. He grinned, pleased with the world in general, as he 


drove home. 


Out To Lunch 
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"Keep your speed down. The federales run this stretch of highway and they'll bust you for speeding every 
time," Claire advised Glenn as they turned on to the Natchez Trace in Tennessee. She suggested this picnic spot 
because it was out of town, but close enough to drive to easily. It was a favorite of her family when she was 
younger, and she thought Glenn might like it, too. It was a weird coincidence that the grounds were called 
"Glenrock," but it still made Claire snicker when she thought about it. She figured Glenn would laugh about it, 


too. 
"How far is it?" 


"Honestly, | don't remember exactly. But there's only one way to get there, so not like we can get lost. Just 
stay on the Parkway, and we'll see it. Promise.” 


"All right. I'll take your word for it. Like | said, this is your turf, after all." 
He'd called about ten. Claire had been up for a while and had already gone to the grocery store for lunch 
items. She wasn't sure what he liked, so she played it safe with sandwich fixings and chips. If nothing else, he 


could eat peanut butter and jelly. Everybody liked that. 


She had the coolers packed when he got to her place. One held ice and the food, the other ice and sodas. Glenn 
saw everything sitting by the door and looked impressed. "Wow. All ready to leave, huh?" 


"Yeah. You said you'd be here by 1:30." 
"| did. | just." 
Claire laughed. "Listen. My dad hates being late. Hates it. So we were always on time, and | caught the habit." 


Glenn laughed, too. "So if | want to stay on your good side, I'd better be on time." 


"That's one way to do it," she replied with a smile. 
"So where is this place?" he asked. 

"Hts on the Natchez Trace Parkway in Tennessee. It's about an hour. Is that too far?" 
"No. Sounds about right. I've never been on the Trace. Heard of it, but never been there” 


"It runs about 450 miles or so from Natchez, Mississippi to Nashville. I've never driven the whole thing, but 
its beautiful, | can tell you. Fascinating history. You should read up on it" 


"| will" He grinned. "This is gonna be fun" 

| hope so." 

"So what's on the lunch menu?" Glenn asked as he hauled the coolers to the car. 

"Just stuff for sandwiches, chips, cokes. Nothing spectacular,” Claire answered. 

"Sounds good. Is this place somewhere you've been a lot?" he said. 

"Yeah, my family used to go up there for Mother's Day, or on a Sunday when my dad wasn't teaching Sunday 
school. We'd play hooky and go to the Trace. And if you feel like it, we can go back to the nature trail on our 
way back and walk it. Its really beautiful." 

"Sure." 

"Oh! That reminds me. If we're going to walk, I'd better get the bug spray." She went into the bathroom and 
returned with a can of Deep Woods OFF! "It stinks to high heaven, but it's better than getting eaten alive by 
skeeters." 

"Mosquitoes don't bite me," Glenn said, a little smugly. 


"Lucky you. They loooove me. | can get nailed going to the mailbox and back! I'm a prime target." 


As they drove, Claire pointed out different spots along the Trace. She had her camera, and got some shots of 
wildflowers and rhododendron. When she saw the sign for the picnic area, she pointed it out. "That's it." 


"Glenrock? Really?" He exclaimed. "Oh, you've gotta get a picture of me by the sign!" 
Claire knew he'd love it. "OK" They pulled off at the sign and Glenn stood in front of it, giving her his best 


toothy grin. She was laughing so hard at him mugging for the camera, she could hardly focus it. She got a few 
frames, and checked her film. Only about IO exposures left. Well, she had another roll, so no harm done. 


They parked and went to the edge of the walkway down the hill. Glenn looked around. The picnic tables were at 
the bottom of a hill -- or a "holler" as Claire called it. A clear stream of water ran through the middle of the 
holler, with stepping stones placed across it. It looked sort of like a natural amphitheater, with a high rock bluff 
on the opposite side. 

‘Oh my God. This is .. so beautifull And its just right here, by the side of the road," Glenn said wonderingly. 
"Yeah, definitely one of my favorite places," Claire replied. "The world seems really far away, here." 

Hl say." 

"And it's usually nice, even on a hot day. You get the shade, and down in the holler, it's usually a few degrees 
cooler than up on the road. My favorite table is across the branch, just over there," she pointed to a spot 
near the water. 

"Looks perfect to me," he answered. 

They made their way across the stream to the table and Claire started unpacking the coolers. She had an old 
cloth she put down on the stone table and a towel for one of the benches. Glenn got busy and filled the plastic 
cups with ice and poured drinks. 

"This picnic is self-serve. You make your own sandwich," Claire said and Glenn laughed. 

"I think | can handle that. What's this -- the world's smallest jar of mayo?" He held it up. 

Claire made a face. "| hate mayonnaise, but most people don't, so | got a small jar." 

Glenn was surprised. "You don't like tuna salad?" That was a lunch staple when he was growing up. 

"Mayonnaise, canned fish and boiled eggs. The very thought makes me nauseated. Ugh. Mama always tried to 
get me to eat it, but no go. And then she went and put celery in it! Dear Lord, no. Ill eat chicken salad that | 
make, but it's very different from the stuff in the plastic containers in the grocery store." 

"The things you learn about people on a picnic," Glenn teased her. 

"Yeah. Some people actually eat tuna salad. Imagine that!" she returned, making him snicker. 

"PB and J, too?" he said, as he extracted the jars from the cooler. 


"Covering all my bases. Everybody eats it” 


"Cool with me. | think I'll get ham and cheese the first time around, though." 


"Whatever sounds good to you." Claire made her own sandwich and as they sat and ate, neither said much, but 
it was a companionable silence -- neither felt compelled to speak. Glenn was taking in their surroundings, 
listening to the birdsong, the wind in the trees, the singing of the creek. He wished he could capture this feeling 
in a song. Maybe someday. They were the only ones on the grounds and the silence was therapeutic. 

Claire reached back into the cooler and came up with a foil-covered paper plate. 

"What's that?" 

"Brownies," she answered. 

"As in homemade brownies?" Glenn's mouth was watering already. 


"Yeah. They're not difficult. | just threw them together this morning.” 


He peeled the foil off the plate to reveal dark, fudgy-looking squares. "They look incredible." He extracted one 


and ate it in a single bite, much to Claire's amusement. He closed his eyes as he chewed. 

"Are they good?" 

He nodded. "Mmmmmm-hmmmmm." He finally finished it and said, "They're.. Lemme have another one," and he 
took a second brownie, eating it in two bites this time. He licked the crumbs from his fingers. "Oh, my God. 


Those are .. mmmmm. Too good." 


Claire was pleased. "Thanks. Glad you liked them," she said, but she chuckled at the expression on his face. Well, 
if the way to a man's heart was through his stomach, looked like she hit pay dirt with Glenn 


"Where did you learn to make those?" he said. 


Its my mom's recipe. She always made them. They're not any trouble. You just kind of throw everything in 
the bowl and mix it up." 


"Wow." He leaned against her. "In fact, | think I'll just stay right here all afternoon and you can feed me 


brownies." He leaned back so he could see Claire's face. 

"Oh yeah. There's a plan for you," she said "So, you can stay here. I'll take the Camaro and go home." 
"You'd leave me here?" 

"You're healthy. You could walk to a pay phone." She nudged his shoulder with hers and laughed. 


"Hmph. You've got a mean streak, you know it?" 


Claire nodded. "Yep. | know it" She got up and turned so her back faced the table and sat back down. She closed 
her eyes and listened to the stream. Shortly, she felt Glenn's arm come around her shoulder. He cuddled her 
to his side and rubbed her arm. They sat for several minutes, occasionally smiling at each other and watching 


the birds and squirrels. 


"Lets pack up and get some bread for the minnows." She got up and packed up the leftovers, the towel and 
cloth, and had a couple of pieces of bread. 


"What are we doing?" Glenn asked. 


"Going to feed the minnows." They walked to the edge of the creek, to a large, flat rock "See? There they are." 
She took a morsel of bread and tossed it in the clear water. Immediately, a whole school of minnows converged 


on the crumb and devoured it. 


Glenn laughed and pinched off a piece of bread tossing it into the water. The tiny fish attacked it, too, and the 


next he threw in. 


"We'll scatter the rest on the ground for the birds," Claire said, and threw the remaining crumbs down on the 
leaves. Glenn did the same and they took the coolers back to the car. When they got everything packed away, 


Claire turned to Glenn. "Can | drive the Camaro? Please? I've never driven one." 
He grinned at her and handed the keys. "Sure. But I'm not paying your speeding ticket," he said. 


"Oh, hush." She wrinkled her nose at him. "Thank youl" she said and very nearly skipped around to the driver's 


side, making Glenn laugh out loud. She looked like a kid with a new license. 


Still, Claire was a careful driver, and pulled on to the road and drove to the Sweetwater nature trail, never 


exceeding the speed limit the whole way. "Still want to do the trail?" she asked. 
"Absolutely." 


They walked down the steps into the little valley, where the Sweetwater Creek ran. They crossed it on the 
footbridge and stopped to read the placards at points of interest. Claire had her camera and walked several 
feet ahead. She turned to see Glenn looking up at something in a tree. His sunglasses were perched on top of 
his head, and his hands were on the railing of the footbridge. She quickly got several frames, hoping the light 
would be right in at least one. She wound the film up into the cartridge, and put the full roll in its canister. She 
put in the fresh roll, wound it through and was ready to take more shots. 


Glenn was intent on whatever he was seeing, and didn't notice she took his picture. He joined Claire as she 


framed a shot. 


"What's the picture?" he asked. 


"Indigo bunting, See that really bright blue bird?" 

"Yeah. He's beautiful" 

‘Mmm. They're gorgeous birds. And you don't see them real often So | thought Id get a pic 
"OK" 


The trail wasn't long enough to be very tiring, but when they got to the car, Glenn went to the cooler for 
sodas and they drank them on the way back to Claire's place. 


"You want some of these leftovers? I'll never eat it all," Claire asked Glenn when they got home. 
"Yeah, I'll take some. Can | have a couple of brownies too?" He sounded so hopeful, Claire laughed. 


“Absolutely. Ill get two out for me and you can have the rest. Take them to the guys at Jackson Highway. | 
expect they'll get eaten" 


"You sure?" 

Claire nodded emphatically. "The last thing | need around here is a plate of brownies. Take them. Please." 

"OK" He'd already decided to get back to the studio that night. He had some ideas brewing. And the food would 
be welcome. They went to the door and Glenn took Claire's hands in his. "| don't remember when I've had a 


better day. Thank you." He kissed her cheek softly. 


"You're welcome. It was good, wasn't it?" she answered with a smile and returned the kiss on the cheek "Don't 


forget your food," she said. 


"Thanks." He picked up the bag. "I'll call you. It may be Monday. Depends on how long I'm working tomorrow. Is 
that OK?" 


"Sure. When you can" 

"All right. And Claire, | really did have a fantastic day’ 
"Me too. Be careful" 

"| will. See you" 


"Bye." 


He walked out and Claire waved as she had the night before when he left. She sat in the rocker on her porch. 
So far, Pat was the only other person who knew about Glenn, and Claire wanted to keep it that way for a little 
longer. See what happened. She didn't know Glenn well enough yet to determine if he was looking for anything 
long-term. She was, but she wanted it to be right this time. She needed it to be right. 


Glenn got back to his place (well, Bob's place) and put the extra food away. He ate another brownie, and took a 
long pull from the milk carton in the fridge. Then, he picked up the phone and dialed. "Hey, Mom? Hi! How are 
you?" 

‘Im fine, son. How are you?" 


‘lm good. Still in Alabama. It's really pretty here. You'd like it. All kinds of flowers blooming.’ 


"Sounds nice. We had some snow flurries this morning. I'll be glad when spring gets here for real," she said. "So 
what's going on?" 


"Well, Mom, |, um, I've met someone." 

"You have? Where?" Mrs. Frey hoped it wasn't a bar or somewhere similar. 

"At the ice cream parlor | told you about. She's an English professor at the college." 
"That's good! What's her name?" 

"Claire Hallman. Doctor Claire Hallman, in fact," he answered. 

"Oh! How nice! Have you been on a date?" 


Glenn grinned. His traditional mom. "Yeah. We saw a movie last night and went on a picnic today. Beautiful place 


in Tennessee." 


Mrs. Frey was tickled. Finally, Glenn was seeing a nice girl -- not one of those bimbos who hung all over him in 


Los Angeles. "That sounds good. Did you have a nice time?" 


"The best. Really. We just had sandwiches and walked around this incredible nature trail. It was so pretty. | 


don't remember when | felt so -- normal." 


"That's what happens when you make friends with normal people, son. So, tell me about her. With her 
doctorate, I'd expect her to be intelligent." 


"Oh God, yes. So smart. And funny. And not afraid to tell me where to get off. She'd tell me to go straight to 


hell if she thought | needed to hear it" Glenn laughed. 
His mother snickered. "I like her already. So, she's from the area?" 


"Kind of. | mean, she's from north Alabama. So she's mostly local. And mom, | have to tell you. | love her 


accent. It's soft and sweet." Even when she was being sarcastic. 


Mrs. Frey chuckled at that. Her son sounded smitten. "She sounds like a nice girl, Glenn. | hope things work out 
And she did. She wanted Glenn to be happy, above all else. 


"Me too, Mom. | mean, | haven't even known her a week, but | really like her. She's different. You know, she 
knows what | do for a living, but | get the idea that it doesn't matter. Not as far as her wanting to be close to 


someone famous. She's not that kind of person" 


"Mmmm. | understand. She's not a groupie, you mean" Mrs. Frey certainly understood why the girls loved her 
handsome, gifted son, but she didn't like the ones who made it their sole business to try to get in his bed. 


"No. Not in any sense of the word At all. She's a -- a lady. A real Southern lady." 

"She sounds like it. So you treat her like a lady deserves to be treated and be a gentleman. All right?" 

"OK Morn" He knew he'd get the mom lecture, but he needed it once in a while. 

"Thanks for calling and keeping me updated, Glenn | love you, son" 

‘Love you too, Mom." When he hung up, he laughed a little, His mom usually knew exactly what was going on 


with him, and how to talk to him. And somehow, telling his mother about Claire helped Glenn see a little clearer. 
He liked this woman and he wanted her in his life. 


Waiting and Wanting 
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It was Tuesday before Claire heard from Glenn again, but she knew he was busy. Her office phone rang and 
when she answered it, his first words were, "Before you yell at me for not calling, are you through for the 
day?" 

"l'Il be through about three. And | wasn't going to yell at you. You have work to do, too." 

"OK. Want some ice cream? l'm still buyin." 

“Sure. I'll be there about 3:15" 


"See you there." 


Claire looked outside. As utterly corny as it sounded, the gray day was depressing and then Glenn called and 
everything was brighter. The silly grin on her face lasted until she got to class. 


This time, they sat in the same booth at Trowbridge's and Dot looked pleased as she could be when she 
brought the ice cream. She grinned broadly at Claire and patted Glenn on the back. "I think she takes the 
credit," Claire said when the lady was out of hearing range and Glenn nearly spit out his water, laughing. 
"I think you're right. And there may be something to that. | need to send her some flowers.’ 

Claire grinned at that. "You absolutely should. It would tickle her to death." 


"Ill do it. How's that malt? Looks good." 


"Very good. | don't want a milkshake or malt made with anything but chocolate ice cream. It's not chocolatey 


enough, otherwise.’ She took a sip and saw the look on Glenn's face. He was eyeing her glass, and she knew 


what he wanted. "Oh mercy. Here." She took the long spoon and scooped up a generous bite. "Here. If you take 
the spoon, you'll spill it all over yourself" She fed him the bite and he grinned at her. 


"| like that arrangement," he said 

"Im sure you do. So did the brownies get eaten?" Claire asked. 
"Oh, my god. Like, not a crumb left. Got busted, though” 
"How's that?" 


He shrugged. "Oh, when | brought them in, one of the guys said, ‘Hey Glenn. Didn't take you long to find a good 
Southern girl who can cook, did it? What could | say? He had me dead to rights." 


Claire chuckled. "Well, | was actually gonna ask you if you wanted to come to my place on Thursday and I'd cook 


for you" 
"You don't have to go to that much trouble. We can go somewhere," Glenn said 
‘Hts not trouble. | love to cook Is there anything you don’t, won't, or can't eat?" 
‘Haven't found it yet," he answered 


‘OK. I'll see what | can do. | know you love ice cream and brownies, but is there anything else you like as far as 


sweet stuff goes?" 
"Anything lemon-flavored." 
She nodded. "All right. Gives me a direction You be there by six." 


"| will" 


Glenn's eyes popped when he saw the dinner Claire had. A bowl with a green salad sat on the table and she 
brought him a plate with two slices of pork loin in some kind of heavenly-smelling sauce with fluffy rice on the 
side. 


"There's plenty, so seconds are encouraged," she said. "Its pork tenderloin in a sauce with dried apricots." 
"It looks amazing,” he said. He ate a little salad, then started on the main dish. "Oh, this is so good. | know some 


fancy chefs in LA. who'd give their right arms to come up with something like this. Who taught you to cook, 


woman?" 


"My mom and my grandmother. | just always loved it. But really, Glenn, there's nothing complicated about this. 
It all cooks in the oven in my cast iron skillet. Got the recipe out of the newspaper. But I'm still glad you like it. 
Save room for dessert, though. Lemon chess pie." 

"What's chess pie?" 

"A Southern thing. I've got coffee on, too." 

"| won't be able to walk after this meal," he said. 

Claire laughed. "That's the idea" 

When they finished eating, Claire asked Glenn, "Ready for pie?" 

He leaned back in his chair. "Bring it on," he said. 

She snickered and went to cut the dessert and poured coffee. Glenn examined the slice of pie and decided it 
looked exactly like something from his Gramma's kitchen. He took a bite and his eyes widened. He shook his 
head and got another taste, then started devouring it. 

"I take it you like it?" Claire said. 


"Um, yeah. Let me guess. You just ‘threw this together’, too, right?" 


"Well, that's the beauty of chess pie. You just stir everything together in one bowl and pour it in the pie shell 


Is it too lemony?" 
"Just right. And the coffee with it is perfect. OK. I'm ready for a nap, now." 


Claire laughed at that. "Well, | need to clean up the kitchen a little, so you go ahead and waddle into the den and 


collapse on the sofa." 


"Thank you for this," Glenn said as he stood. “It was incredible. | guess the last time | had a home-cooked meal 
was when | was at mom's" 


Claire grinned at him. "I'm glad you liked it" But instead of heading for the den, Glenn followed her into the 
kitchen and she gestured to the sink "Since you're in here, how about grabbing a sponge and wiping down the 


counter, if you don't mind?" 


Glenn returned the smile. "| don't mind” He took the indicated sponge and cleaned the counter, then rinsed it, 
replaced it in the holder and washed and dried his hands. Claire watched as he did it, and noticed how good his 
royal blue polo shirt looked on his body, how his jeans outlined his thighs and legs. She shook her head. 


She started wiping the stove top and when it was clean, she threw away the paper towels, then turned and 
nearly ran into Glenn, since he had moved right behind her. "What is it?" she asked. 


Glenn put his hands on her shoulders and locked eyes with her. He'd been a perfect gentleman -- his mom 
would be so proud -- and he tilted his head just a little. He'd wanted to kiss her for days, but he didn't want 
to screw this up. He was laying down the first vocals for "Sexy Girl," and every time he sang it, he saw Claire. 
In fact, the ghost of another song had been playing in the back of his mind, but it wasn't quite ready to be 
written yet. 


Claire looked into Glenn's eyes and knew he wanted to kiss her. His eyes were sapphire with simmering passion 
She couldn't believe she, of all women, could stir that kind of feeling in a man who could, quite literally, have 
any female he wanted. He'd probably slept with hundreds of women. How could he find her attractive? But his 
mouth was coming down to hers, her eyes closed of their own volition and his lips touched hers gently, 
tenderly. His mouth was so warm and it moved deliciously against hers. He sucked on her lower lip and Claire 
thought she might faint, it felt so good. Her knees were definitely weak, and as if he knew, Glenn's arms came 
around her, holding her securely. When he moved to take her mouth again, his tongue slipped inside, setting her 


blood on fire. Every nerve ending tingled Oh mercy, but this man knew how to kiss a woman, 


Claire was soft and yielding against him, and Glenn tried to remember the last time a woman felt this good in 
his arms, but couldn't. Her mouth was sweeter than sugar, and he could feel his body kicking into overdrive. He 
slid one hand into her hair and felt it, silky and fine in his hand. She responded by twining her hands in his hair, 


pulling him closer. 


Glenn's hair was as thick and soft as she thought it would be, was Claire's fleeting thought, before he 
deepened the kiss, and she found herself with her back against the kitchen wall, responding with everything she 
had. She'd never experienced an "intoxicating" kiss until now, never known what an addiction kissing could be. 
With Glenn, though, she never wanted to stop. When he moved to trail his lips across her jawline, down her 
neck, into the "V" of her blouse, Claire knew she was about to catch fire and burn to a cinder, but she didn't 
care. She clutched his hair and tilted her neck so he could get a better angle for his kisses. 


Finally, Glenn raised his head and looked at her. She was beautiful, with her parted, kiss-swollen lips, her eyes 
hazy with desire. He took a deep, shuddering breath and exhaled on a soft note. Claire raised a hand and 
stroked his cheek, then down the bridge of his nose. He grinned at her. 

"Your nose has been broken," she said. 

"Years ago. But that's not even the worst that's happened to it." 


"What was?" 


Glenn ducked his head, then looked up at her through his lashes -- a little sheepishly. "Two plastic surgeries 


from too much coke." 


Claire's eyes widened. "Seriously?" 

He nodded. "Say no to drugs, l'm telling you." 
"Sounds like you should have long before you did” 
"No kidding." 

"Did you go to rehab?" Claire asked. 


"Yeah, | was a guest at Betty Ford's place. | really tried to keep it as low-profile as possible. | still drink too 
much sometimes, but by the grace of God, the cocaine is in my past and staying there." 


"That's good. | can tell you're in better health now, though, than you were a few years ago." 


"Glad it shows," he teased, then sobered. He ran one finger across her cheekbone, down her chin, and across 


her lips. "| knew | wanted to kiss you, but | didn't expect -- that" 

"What?" 

"| dunno. The intensity. It was. pretty amazing.” His gaze bored into hers. 

"Yeah. | wasn't expecting it, either." 

"So? I'd kind of like to try it again" 

Claire lifted her chin. "Knock yourself out," she said. 

Glenn's smile sent heat straight to her toes. His lips touched hers again and she leaned closer to him. His arms 
came around her and she sighed into his kiss, once again leaning against the wall for support. He pressed his 
hips to hers and Claire knew things were about to get out of control. 

| need to touch you," he murmured, and she felt his hands under her top, on the bare skin of her back and 
she shivered with the feeling. She'd dated a couple of times, but hadn't so much as kissed a man since Adam 
died. And Adam, God rest his soul, never made her feel what Glenn was making her feel. In fact, she always 


wondered if she was just not very interested in physical contact, but here was this man blowing that theory 
to smithereens. 


Throwing caution into oblivion, Claire slipped her hands under Glenn's shirt and scratched his skin lightly. This 
time, it was his turn to shiver and he pinned her against the wall, his mouth on her neck, giving her soft bites, 


following them with soothing, tiny licks that only drove her closer to the edge. 


Finally, he sighed softly and raised his head. "As much as | want to keep on, | don't have anything with me." 


As Claire looked into Glenn's eyes, dark with passion, soft with longing, she had to make a decision. She could 
agree and they could sit on the sofa and watch TV, and he could go back to his place. Or, she could tell him 
the truth, which was that she was on the pill, and had been for years. Her periods had never been regular, 
and the pills kept her on track. And if she told him she was on the pill, she knew they'd end up in her bedroom. 
It was very soon, though. They'd only been seeing each other a little over a week. Claire's head told her this 
was just infatuation, but her heart said it was something very different. 


Its OK, Glenn," she answered. "I'm." she paused. It was now or never, and Glenn was looking at her expectantly. 


‘lm good with waiting for a little while. How about you?" 


She got a lopsided grin that made her want to rip his clothes off. "Yeah. l'm good, too. Not that | don't want to. 
But we don't have to rush into anything. I'm gonna be here for a while. We've got time." And they did. Glenn 
planned on being in the studio for another couple of months, minimum. It was just habit to start a physical 
relationship right away. And not necessarily a good habit, either. Sometimes he had to remind himself how 
normal people did things. But he had kissed her, and it was something he wanted to do a lot more often 


Claire nodded. "We do. Let's go see what's on TV." Glenn allowed her to take his hand and lead him into the den. 


"| wouldn't have thought you were a cop shows kind of girl," Glenn said as they snuggled on the sofa watching 


"Hill Street Blues." 


"Cop shows, medical shows. Far cry from TV when we were kids. | watched all the early 10s detective shows - 


- ‘Mannix,’ ‘Cannon,’ ‘Ironside’ you name it. The cop shows got me through finals in college." 

"| mostly watched them after a concert, but | don't remember much about them." 

Claire nodded. She figured he was too wasted to remember. It was a wonder he didn't die of alcohol poisoning 

along the way somewhere. She picked up his hand and looked at it. His hands were beautiful, with their broad 

palms, and long, graceful fingers. 

"What?" he asked. 

"Nothing. Just looking at your hands, thats all. Didn't you know women really pay attention to a guy's hands? 

See, since this is your left hand, | can see and feel the string calluses you've built up on your fingertips.” She 
grinned at him. "It's sexy.” 


"Oh, really? Do tell," he said, a roguish grin on his face. 


"Girls have imaginations, just like guys do. And it's sexy to think about a man who can play an instrument, you 


know." her voice trailed off. 


"Spit it out. You got this far with it," he prodded her. 


"C'mon. You know, it's sexy to think about a guy who plays music being -- good with his hands, that's all," 


Claire stammered 
"Good with his hands, huh?" Glenn's chuckle was wicked. "Bet | can prove that theory right" 
"Down, boy. I'll bet you can, too. Not a doubt in my mind" 

He nuzzled in her hair. "I could show you" 


"IIl take a rain check," she said. 


"Party pooper." 


"Yeah, yeah. | know. I'll let you make good on that statement. Until then, could you turn down the pressure a 


little?" The look in her brown eyes was somber and Glenn was immediately penitent. 
"l'm sorry, babe. | know | come on a little strong sometimes," he said. 


She turned to look at him. "That reminds me. How much truth is in the magazine articles about you being such 


a jackass to work with? Were you that bad? Are you that bad?" 


Glenn dropped his eyes and actually squirmed a little uncomfortably. "Honestly? Yes and no. The last couple of 
years the band was together, we were so screwed up. We were strung out, using, drinking -- the whole thing. 
And nobody is a good guy when he's coked out of his brain all the time. Well, except Joe and Tim. | don't think 
Joe ever got mad at anyone. Tim was really just glad to have a band after Poco and that colossal mess. But 
yeah, Henley, Felder and | -- we tied into each other a lot. A whole lot. We did and said things we shouldn't 


have, and then we all just scowled at each other for a week" 
"You couldn't apologize?" Claire's tone was gentle, but pointed. 


He spread his hands. "I'd like to blame the drugs and say no, but the truth is | couldn't let go of my pride. | 
hate like hell to admit I'm wrong. Especially about my music. You might as well know that now. I'm better than | 
used to be. But | still don’t like it. It makes me so angry to admit I'm wrong. Major character flaw, and | know 


it" He shook his head. 
"So call Felder and apologize now. Surely enough time has passed that you can just say, ‘Hey man. I'm sorry. | 
said and did things that weren't right, and I'm sorry. Even if we never work together again, | don't want any 


bad blood between us: If you said that, | have a feeling things would work out. He's a decent person, isn't he?" 


Glenn nodded. "Oh sure. Yeah. Good guy. He could be a pain in the ass, but he's a decent person" 


"And you were never a pain, were you, Glenn?" Claire crooked an eyebrow. 


He shifted on the sofa "Man, but you get to the point, don't you? OK. Yes. | was a serious asshole. Happy?" He 
was pouting a little, but Claire ignored it. 


"First step in overcoming a problem is admitting it, right?" 

"What are you, my therapist?" He was grouchy, now. 

"Do you need a therapist?" 

"Probably." He looked at Claire, who wore that knowing expression that freaked him out -- like she could see 
into his soul. Maybe she could. His grouch melted away under her gaze. "I could definitely use a therapist. Just 
like everybody else in Southern California. That's probably the most lucrative profession after entertainment 
law and cosmetic surgery." He chuckled. 

She nodded. "Doesn't surprise me a bit. But you said you wanted me to be honest with you." 

| did say that, didn't |?" 


"Mmm-hmm. You sure did" 


He grinned ruefully at her. "Well, keep it up. I's good for me. And now," and he took her chin in his hand. "I 
really want to kiss you again" 


"And | really want you to," she said softly." When Glenn's lips touched hers, they were soft, sweet, warm, 
giving, loving, caressing. His arms came around her and they were lying on the sofa, their mouths only parting 


long enough to breathe for a moment. 


Finally, he raised his head and grinned at her. "I don't remember the last time | made out with a girl on a sofa 


What are we, a couple of teenagers to spend half the night necking?" 

"Apparently," Claire answered, smiling too. "And lm OK with that" 

"So am |," Glenn agreed and they both laughed. 

"Hon, | have an eight o'clock in the morning, and if | want to get any sleep, | need to hit the sack" 
"So you're kicking me out?" He tried to sound hurt, but didn't get there. 

"| am. Hate to do it, but | need to.” 


He kissed her forehead. "I know. You need to be sharp for class." 


"As much as | can be, anyway." They got up and went to the front door. One more deep kiss, and Glenn was 


opening the door. 
"Good night. And thanks again for dinner. I'll call you tomorrow afternoon 


"OK. Good night” Claire closed the door with a sigh. Keeping her clothes on around that man was going to be 
tough. And after Adam, she didn't know if she could even enjoy sex to start with. It had never been 
pleasurable with him, but with Glenn, she felt completely different. For the first time in her life, she physically 


wanted a man. 


Glenn got home and took a cold shower. He had the feeling that was going to be routine for a while. It was 
either that or do-it-yourself projects that took the edge off the physical need, but that's all they did. Being 
with Claire just felt right. Glenn missed her when he didn't see her. He wasn't sure what this was, but it was 
the best thing to happen in his life in a long time. 


Happy Together 
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(PS. The term "PTSD" wasn't in wide use in 1983. Soldiers had "combat fatigue." Only psychologists were using 


the term regularly, hence my description of Adam's issues.) 


"Hey baby," was the greeting Claire got when she answered her phone. She closed her eyes and could feel 


herself blushing. Glenn's voice was pure sex, and her pulse responded accordingly. 
"Hi there. What's going on?" 


"The usual. | thought you didn't have class on Fridays." He remembered she said she had an 8 o'clock class this 


morning. 

"Oh. Well, | do a Friday makeup class once a quarter so any students who need to make up a cut can do it so 
their grades won't be affected. | just do the one day for every course l'm teaching, and assign an in-class 
essay. | had 20 this morning, so it was worthwhile," she explained. 

"That makes sense," Glenn replied. "I've got an idea" 


"What's that?" 


"Why don't you come to the studio, we'll grab some lunch and you can come back and see how we make an 


album? You said you'd come to a session” 
"Now, | don't want to be in the way," Claire said. 


"You won't be. You can stay in the control booth if you want to. But | want you to come. I'm probably going to 
get a song finished today and you can hear it first." His tone was wheedling. 


"OK. What time?" 
"Can you be here about one or so?" 


"Sure," she answered. 


"See you then, babe," he said before he hung up. 
Claire shook her head. If this wasn't playing with fire, she didn't know what was. And here she was, striking 
matches. And doggone it if she hadn't put herself right back in the position of deciding what to wear. Well, it 


was just a recording session, so surely a UNA T-shirt and cropped cotton pants would be fine. But a little 


makeup would be a necessity. 


Claire took a breath as she opened the door to the Muscle Shoals Sound Studios. The receptionist looked up. 
"May | help you?" 


"Um, yes. Claire Hallman. Glenn Frey is expecting me." 


The woman looked a little dubious. Well, Claire couldn't blame her. She was paid to keep unauthorized people out. 


‘Ils that so?" 
"It is. If you could just page him or whatever." 


"lll ask Mr. Hood if he knows." That was David Hood, one of the original Swampers and part owner of the studio. 


Fortunately, Claire knew him, too. 


"Mr. Hood, a Claire Hallman to see Mr. Frey?" A pause. "Oh, | see. I'll send her back." She hung up the phore. 
"Mr. Hood would like to see you. Down the hall, first door on the right” 


"Thank you," Claire said and walked down the hall. She got to the office and peered around the door. "Hey David. 
What's up?" 


Claire! Good to see you! How's your Mama and Daddy?" 

“They're fine. Good to see you, too." 

"So you're Glenn's Southern girl. How in the world did that happen?" 

"We met at Trowbridge's. | was in there grading papers." 

"No kidding." David got up and went to Claire. He was like a big brother to her. He actually took her American 
Lit Il class a couple of years ago, and they went to church together. He put his hands on her shoulders. "Baby 
girl, | know you're grown, and you're not stupid. But Glenn is a different breed of cat. He's not one of these 
Alabama boys. Now, he's a good guy, but you be careful, you hear me? And you tell me if he gets out of line, 


and | will forevermore kick his butt from here back to California" 


Claire laughed. She hugged David. "Copy that, Papa Bear." 


"Go on into the control booth. Glenn's working on some vocals." 

"No, Glenn's right here, looking for this really hot college professor. There she is!" Glenn heard David's threat, 
and it tickled him a little that one of these guys should be so interested in looking after Claire's well-being. He 
came to Claire's side and kissed her cheek. He had a feeling the burly bass player meant every word he said, 
so he didn't want to come across too heavy with the PDA. 


"You ready for lunch?" Claire asked. 


“Starved. l'm running on a stale Pop-Tart and a pack of crackers from the vending machine here. And about six 


Cokes." He shrugged. 

"That's pathetic. You need to go to the grocery store" 

"Eventually. Let's go find some food" 

They walked outside and Claire said, "Rick Lanning's place is back in Muscle Shoals. Barbecue sound all right?" 
"Yes! | could eat the whole pig’ 


Claire shook her head. "Well, Rick will barbecue a whole hog with 48 hours’ notice, but | didn't think to call him, 


so you'll have to make do with a pork plate or something.’ 
Glenn laughed at that. "You've got a smart mouth." 
"You just now figuring that out? You're slow on the uptake," Claire shot back. 


He rolled his eyes. "I can't catch a break with you. You drive, since you know where this place is." He handed 


her his keys. 


"l'Il be glad tol" she said. Driving that Camaro was all kinds of fun, especially when you drove a respectable, 


sedate Ford Fairmont, like she did. 


When they got to the restaurant, Glenn's nose twitched appreciatively. They prepared their own meat and the 
smokers in the back were going full tilt. The smell was heavenly. 


"Nothing like the fragrance of a barbecue pit," Claire said. 
"You got that right. | could eat the smoke!" His stomach growled loudly about that time. 
Claire laughed. "Come on and let's get you fed, buddy." 


While they ate, Glenn said, "Hon, | don't want to make you uncomfortable, but you hardly ever talk about your 


husband. | know something was up. What happened? | mean, if you don't want to talk about it.” 
"No, | can. If we keep seeing each other, you need to know. Adam was a decent guy. He worked hard." 
"But." Glenn said. 


"But, he had issues. He did a tour in Vietnam and he had combat fatigue. He'd get nervous and had nightmares. 
He had three loves: the US. Army, Ole Miss football, and firefighting.’ 


"You weren't on that list." Glenn felt tremendous sadness for this woman. 
"No, never was. | tailgated with him in Oxford, like a good wife. Even though I'm an Alabama fan" 


Glenn snickered at that. He'd never seen anything like the devotion to college football in the South. "That was a 
sacrifice all by itself" 


"You got that right. | still cringe when | hear that ‘Hotty Toddy' chant. So anyway, when he died, his family just 
kind of circled the wagons and | was persona non grata. Like it was my fault that he took the kinds of chances 
he did when he was at a fire. The only one | see now is his sister. She understood. She knew he was a thrill 
junkie. It was like he couldn't get the same adrenaline rush that he did in the jungle, so he wanted to fight fires 
to get it, instead." 


Glenn reached across the table and took her hand. "I'm sorry, Claire. That must have been hell. So why did you 


marry him?" 


"Thought he was the only ore l'd ever have. | didn't feel obligated to love him, since he didn't love me, but | 
didn't want to be alone the rest of my life. My dad was right, though." 


"He didn't like Adam?" 


"He didn't think we were right for each other. He said, ‘Little one, let me tell you something. There's lots worse 


things than running in single harness.’ He was right." 


Glenn digested this bit of homespun wisdom and found it to be true. There were worse things than being single, 
and being in a loveless marriage was at the top of the list, he thought. He felt tremendous sympathy for 
Claire, mixed with puzzlement at how she could think a man couldn't fall in love with her. "Sounds like your dad 


is a wise man." 


"He is. Very much so." 


When they got back to the studio, Glenn was more than a little amused to find out Claire knew most of the 
session guys, but he figured the Shoals was small enough that a lot of people knew each other. She sat in the 


booth where she could see what was going on, but not be in anyone's way. 


There was the usual joking around, until Glenn put on his headphones and looked at Barry Beckett, the producer. 
"All right. Roll the playback for ‘Sexy Girl. Lets get these vocals nailed down" The music started and Claire 
listened and watched in fascination as Glenn sang the lead vocal line, through the entire song. They'd get the 


overdubs finished later, but he wanted this master vocal on tape. 


Claire listened as Glenn sang, and when he got to the line, "I'm holding on to a dream," he looked straight at her 


and she immediately flushed all over. When the song ended, Glenn looked at Barry. "I think that got it" 


"Yeah, sounds good. | don't think another take would add a thing," the producer answered. "You ready to start 
getting the vocals for ‘Smuggler's Blues’ on tape?" 


"Might as well get the first lines down. | think the music's in good shape, unless David wants to do some more 


work on the bass. But I'm happy with it" Glenn looked to the bass player. 


"If it sounds good to you, I'm not messing with that bass line anymore," David answered. "I think it's ready for 


the first vocals. You gonna want any backing vocals on it?" 


Glenn shrugged. "It won't need much, l'm thinking, but let's see how the lead sounds and we can always add 


them if we need them. 


Barry agreed and said, "OK. Rolling playback on ‘Smuggler's Blues’ in 3-2-1" He hit the button on the console and 
a screaming guitar line paired with a thumping beat came through the speakers. Claire's eyes widened. This was 
solid rock n' roll, as opposed to the more pop sound of "Sexy Girl" But this was Glenn the rocker. She could tell 
he liked it by the expression on his face as he sang. There was something incredibly sensual about watching 

him sing those tough lyrics. It was almost like he was in concert, and was hearing the finished song in his mind. 


When the song ended, Glenn immediately looked to Claire and she grinned at him and gave him a thumbs up. 


He returned the smile and Barry and the engineer glanced at each other. Barry had worked with Glem a little 
before, and he got the feeling the singer was trying to impress Claire, by doing the best vocals he could. Not 
that he didn't always want quality work, but with Claire in the studio, he was trying a little harder. Barry hid a 
smile and thanked the Lord for Claire's presence, if this was the kind of work Glenn was going to do. 


Glenn came into the booth and briefly touched Claire's shoulder. "Let's hear the playback with everything for 
what we did." 


"Sure thing, Glenn" Barry rewound the tapes and played both songs. Glenn listened intently, tapping his foot in 
time to the rhythm. 


When the songs played through once, Glenn said, "Yeah, l'm liking how this sounds. What about this section, 


though?" and he hummed a line from "Smuggler's Blues." 


"What about it?" Barry asked. 


"Sounds a little muddy. Needs to be cleaned up." 

Claire stayed another couple of hours, until they started getting into the minutiae of the instrumental tracks, 
and she quietly slipped out. She was pretty sure Glenn would do the same thing if she started diagramming 
complex-compound sentences. This kind of thing was for real musicians and Claire knew she didn't understand 
most of what they were talking about. 

About seven, she heard Glenn's knock and went to let him in. "Hey sweetheart," she said. 


"Hey gorgeous. You skipped out on me." 


‘Oh, you all were talking deep music stuff. | heard you sing, and the songs are great, so that's about as much 
as | can contribute to the conversation" Claire laughed. 


‘lm glad you came by, though. And that you liked the songs. Now come here." Glenn pulled her close and kissed 
her deeply. When he broke the kiss, he said, "I've been wanting to do that all day, but | knew if | so much as 
looked at you funny, David would kick my ass." 


"And I'd have told him to knock it off," Claire answered with a smile. She brought his head back to hers and 


kissed him again It was too easy to get hooked on his lips. "You hungry?" she said 

His laugh rumbled in his chest. "For everything," he answered. 

"Well, you'll have to settle for vegetable soup. Is that OK?" 

"You made vegetable soup? No, you just ‘threw everything into the pot, didn't you?" He teased her. 


She made a face at him. "Well, what are you supposed to do with soup? It all cooks together. But if you don't 


want it, | can freeze it" 

"Who said | didn't want it?" 

"Go on into the kitchen then, and we'll eat" 
"OK. It smells good." 

"Thanks. Do you like cornbread?" 

"lll eat it," he said with a smile. 


"lm shocked," she deadpanned and Glenn laughed. 


"Baby, I'm a fantastic guinea pig. You cook it, I'll try it" 
"IIl remember that," she answered. 


After supper, they were once again cuddled up on the sofa. Claire clicked through the available choices on TV. 
"Looks like WTBS in Atlanta has ‘The Partridge Family’ on. So there's that" 


"Pass. Kids in a band on the road with their mom. Yeah, right," Glenn said with a grimace. 

Claire chuckled "You might have been that cute at some point, but you were never that innocent," she said. 
"How do you know?" Glenn said in mock indignation. All he got was a raised eyebrow. "Yeah, | got the picture 
pretty early on, | have to say." He pulled Claire close to his chest and nuzzled at her neck and cheek for a few 


moments. "Much as | hate to be a buzzkill, why would you think you'd never get another guy besides Adam?" 


"Past experience,’ was all she said, and Glenn had the feeling he wasn't going to get any more out of her on 


the subject -- not tonight, anyway. 


"Mmmm," he answered, turned her face to his and kissed her tenderly. "You taste so good, babe. | love the 


way you kiss me." 

"And here | thought | really wasn't much of a kisser," she murmured. 

Glenn's expression was frankly disbelieving. "Where'd you get that idea? Never mind. Doesn't matter. My 
opinion's the only one that counts, and | say if you're this good at kissing, it makes me really interested to find 
out what else you're good at" He raised his eyebrows at her suggestively. 

"You have a one-track mind -- and it runs right through the gutter," she said. 

He shrugged and gave her a roguish grin. "I'm a worthless musician. What can | say?" 

"Not worthless, for sure," she answered and combed her fingers through his hair. 


"What's with you and my hair?" he asked, grinning. 


"It ought to be illegal for a man to have better hair than a woman When you had it long, it was sooo pretty. | 


always wanted to touch it.” 
Feel free, then," he replied, and then said in her ear, "In fact, touch me wherever you want. | don't mind." 
‘lm sure you don't," Claire whispered back. "Horrible thing.’ But Glenn only chuckled and continued kissing her 


neck and ears. He so wanted to have her in his bed, to explore her body and lose himself in her heat and his 


kisses turned more passionate, as he licked a slow trail up her neck and mouthed her earlobes deliciously. 


Claire sensed the change from playful to sensual, and Glenn's mouth was making her crazy. If they didn't slow 
down, she knew they'd end up in bed, or worse, half-dressed and fumbling desperately on her sofa. She didn't 
want that, as appealing as it sounded in the heat of the moment. She stretched one leg out and physiology 
intervened when her calf muscle cramped up. "Ow!" she yelled, causing Glenn to start back. 


"What is it? Did | hurt you?" 


"No, leg cramp. Shoot, shoot, shoot! It hurts!" Claire managed to get up and put her full weight on the leg in a 
tennis lunge. "Oh Lord, but that hurts!" 


"Can | do anything?" Glenn asked, concerned. 


"No, just have to let it work itself out. There. It's easing off, finally." She stood upright and Glenn was right 
there. He took her hand to steady her. "Thanks, hon" 


"Sure. You're sure you're all right? Here. Hold on to me while you walk it off" He walked her around the room 
and then when she sat on sofa, he took her leg and started massaging the calf. "Used to happen to guys when 
| played baseball," he said. "This does help." 

"And it gives you a perfect opportunity to grope my leg while you're at it," Claire said with a grin. 

He gave her a look of mock upset. "I'm hurt you'd think that." 

"No you're not. You're looking too smug to be hurt" 

He laughed at that. "| can't get away with anything around you." 


"Give you an inch, you'll take the Interstate." 


"Come on. I'm not that bad" At Claire's dubious look, he said, "Well, yeah, | am that bad. But | mean welll 


Doesn't that count for something?" 
She laughed and poked his tummy with her toe. "Counts for a lot" 
"When can you call it a quarter?" he asked. 


"Well, last day of class is May 9, then finals on the eleventh and twelfth, and grades have to be in by the 
sixteenth, which is the following Monday. Then, let's see. I'll be spending that Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday 
at home with Mama and Daddy, and I'll be back Saturday, which is my birthday." 


"You'll be gone three days?" 


"Yeah. | always go for my birthday. You can come with me, if you want" 


He smiled. "I'd better stay here, especially if I'm getting a lot done. I'd rather be with you, but thats your time 


with your family, so how about we go out on your birthday and do something really special?" 


"Sounds great. But Glenn, if you want to come with me, you'll be welcome." Claire didn't want him to feel she 


she was reluctant for him to meet her family. 


"I know | would be, and | appreciate it. But records don't make themselves. So when do you start back for 


summer quarter?" 


‘Its only six weeks, but we start June b and go through July 14, although I'll be through a couple of days 
before that. Why?" 


"lm taking a week off at some point, and | want to take you somewhere great. Got any ideas?" 
Claire looked shocked. "Glenn, you don't have to do that." 


"I want to. Now you think about where you'd like to go, and we'll hit the road when you get out of class for 


the summer’ 
"| will, but -- what if you finish the album before then?" 

He shrugged. "What if | do?" 

"You'll go home, won't you? | mean, back to LA, or wherever you live when you're not working” 


"I can stay here as long as | want. Nothing calling me back to California, except maybe doing some mixing on 


the record, or something like that," he explained. "Not until it's released." 


Claire thought about that. "What if you don't want to stay in Alabama that long?" She didn't want to be his 


summer fling. 


It dawned on Glenn what Claire was asking. She wasn't sure he'd still want her by summer's end. And he had to 
admit: it was a legitimate concern on her part. He didn't blame her for wanting to know. He took her hand. 
Claire, babe, nobody can see the future, but in this moment, I'm as happy as I've been in a long time. Lets see 


how things go, but I'm not seeing me leaving anytime soon, OK?" 
Well, that was as much as she could realistically expect, she guessed. "All right:" 


When they said goodnight, Claire lay awake for a while, wondering if her relationship with Glenn had a future, 


and if it was too soon to be worried about it. 


Glenn just wanted Claire to feel safe with him. He loved being with her and he wanted her to feel good about 
them as a couple. He got to the house and when he opened the door, it felt like an oven. He checked the 
thermostat -- it read 84. It had been a hot day, and he hadn't been home since that morning. The air- 
conditioning must be out. Wonderful. He looked at his watch. It was nearly midnight. He could check into a hotel, 


he guessed, but he didn't know where all of them were. 


Grimacing as he did it, Glenn dialed Claire's number. She answered. "Hello?" She sounded a little alarmed. He 


didn't blame her. 
"Hey, babe. I'm so sorry to wake you up, but the AC at my place is out and it's hot as hell in here." 


"Come on over, honey. | know you'll be miserable trying to sleep in a hot house. I'll unlock the door and turn the 


porch light on" Claire smiled in the dark. 

"Thanks so much. | owe you one." 

About I5 minutes later, Claire let him in. "Hope you can find a repairman on Saturday. But if you can't, you can 
stay here. | know it's beyond miserable when the air is out. Come on through here to the guest room." She led 


him to the back of the house to the room across the hall from hers. "The bed's made up, but there are some 


extra pillows in the closet, so just make yourself comfortable." 
"Thank you, babe. | appreciate it” 
"No problem." She kissed his cheek. "Good night." 


"Night" He took his duffel into the room, put on a T-shirt and got in bed. Claire's house was deliciously cool 


and comfortable. He was asleep in no time. 


Claire was wishing she had the guts to tell him he could sleep in her bed She closed the bedroom door. 
"Coward," she said softly to herself. But she was still glad he was in the house. She really wanted him to stay, 
and hoped he would. 


That Girl of Mine 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the posting delay. Real life and all. Please forgive me, but keep reading. If you've been waiting for 
“the good stuff," here it is. And thanks again to all who have read it and recommended it. | appreciate it. Enjoy! 


Glenn was going nuts. Claire was out of town for three days, visiting her family. But he missed her more than 
he thought he'd miss anyone. After he stayed for a couple of days while the air-conditioning in his place was 


being fixed, Claire seemed more comfortable around him, more sure of their relationship. 


He'd grown accustomed to leaving the studio about 6 or 1 pm. and going to her place. She was almost always 
home by then, and frequently had dinner ready, or was in the process. He felt bad that she came home and 
cooked for him so often, so he took her out, too. But she enjoyed cooking, and God knew it was healthier than 
eating fast food all the time. And she was an incredible cook. But, she'd be home Saturday morning, which was 
her birthday, and he had something special planned. Until then, though, he guessed he'd be moping around 


Florence, waiting on his girl to come home. 


Hs girl That thought came almost unconsciously. But she was his girl. Neither of them were seeing anyone else, 
and he was at her place nearly every night. He'd lived in Southern California for years, but was finally beginning 
to understand the seductive charm of the Southern way of life. Claire was right -- it did get into your blood. 
It was life at a slower pace, which made him realize just how frenetic his life had been for the past I2 years 
or so. The one upside was he was really in the groove in the studio and was getting a lot of work done. But his 
hands ached a little, as they did sometimes when he played for hours -- as he had today -- so he just took 
two aspirin and went to bed. 


When Claire got home, she was tired. She'd missed Glenn so much. He was starting to become a fixture in her 
life, and she liked it. He could be a little temperamental, but that was a musician for you. She didn't think 
having a man in her life could be so much fun. And for someone who'd been a real 10s wild child in every 
sense of the word, Glenn had an unexpectedly strong traditional streak that came to the fore when he carried 
groceries for her, or made sure her car had a full tank of gas at the beginning of the week He visited her 
classes a couple of times, and said he learned more in those four hours than during his whole high school 


career. Claire didn't doubt that. She figured he was too stuck on music to study much. 


She couldn't wait to see him. She needed his special brand of magic. 
EOE 
When Glenn got to Claire's house that evening, he was a little nervous. He really hoped she'd like her birthday 


presents. 


Claire opened the door for him, and was a little taken aback Dressed in a black blazer and slacks with a white 


shirt, Glenn was absolutely mouthwatering. He held a large vase of pink roses 
She smiled at him. "Come on in And don't you look dashing?" 

He grinned broadly. "I clean up pretty good" 

"Hl say!" 

He gave her the flowers. "Happy birthday, baby.” 


"Thank you, Glenn. These are beautifull I'll put them here on the side table so | can enjoy them. They're just 


gorgeous!" 
‘lm glad you like them. I've got something else for you, too." He handed her a small box. 


She opened it to find an emerald pendant -- her birthstone. It was on a beautiful chain and she looked up at 


Glenn, who had an anxious expression. "It's exquisite. But you shouldn't have spent this kind of money on me." 


He shrugged. "It's about time | spent some of it on something worthwhile. Let's see how it looks on you." He 
took the box, removed the pendant and fastened it around Claire's neck, his fingertips sending shivers down her 


body. She adjusted it and turned toward him. His grin was sunshine. "It's absolutely perfect on you." 


She went to the bathroom mirror. It was a gorgeous pendant, an emerald-cut stone with a diamond accent. 
There was nothing flashy about it. It was tasteful and stunning. She touched it. No one had ever given her 
anything like it. OF course, she knew Glenn could easily afford it, but it still touched her that he would buy it 
for her. She knew he chose it carefully, and that said a lot about the kind of man he was. 


She came out of the bathroom. "It's gorgeous, Glenn. Thank you." She took his face in her hands and kissed him, 
then he folded her into his arms. 


"You're welcome, sweetheart," he said. "I missed you." 

"| missed you, too." She smiled at him and he looked keenly at her lips. 

"No lipstick on yet. Good. | can do this," he said, and brought her mouth to his in a passionate kiss. She 
responded with enthusiasm, making Glenn think this might finally be the night when he could make love to her. 
But he released her. "Better finish your makeup, or we won't be going anywhere," he said, his voice rough with 


desire. 


"Roger, wilco," she said with a grin, and disappeared into the bathroom. 


Glenn sat on the sofa as Claire finished getting ready, and not for the first time, looked around the den He 
always felt at home here, but had never been able to find any traces of her marriage. There were no pictures 
of her and her deceased husband. It was almost as if he never existed. But Glenn knew the marriage was in 
trouble when Adam died, which explained a lot about her cautious approach to a relationship with him. Well, 
that and the fact that he was a working musician, and a reasonably famous one, who traveled a lot and hadn't 
stayed in one place very long since he moved out to Southern California But North Alabama was a |80-degree 
turn from LA, and it wasn't a bad change. He felt like he could breathe here. 


Im ready," Claire's voice interrupted his reverie. She came into the den and Glenn looked at her, a little open- 
mouthed. She'd changed clothes and wore a rose pink short-sleeved sweater, black slacks and pink peep-toe 
slingback pumps. Her lipstick matched the color of her sweater and made him want to kiss her again. Her 
emerald pendant sparkled on top of the sweater. Even when she was dressed up, Claire didn't go overboard on 
makeup and her hair fell in soft waves. She didn't have it frizzed or permed. In essence, what you saw was 


what you got. Glenn appreciated her lack of artifice. In his line of work, it was a rarity. 


"You look beautiful -- as usual," he said, standing, and taking her hand so he could place a kiss on the back and 
the palm. 


"Charmer," she said as she picked up her purse. "Ready?" 


He nodded and they walked outside. Glenn's Camaro suited him, she thought, as they drove to the restaurant 


Glenn had in mind. He wouldn't tell her where it was, so she had to wait until they arrived. 


Claire felt like she was floating on champagne bubbles when they got back to her place. "H's been a wonderful 
birthday, Glenn. Dinner, dancing... | feel like Cinderella," she said. And it was an incredible evening. Glenn Frey knew 
how to show a girl a good time, that's for sure. "You want to come in for a little while?" 

"Sure," he answered. The way she kissed him when they danced gave him hope. 

When they got inside, Claire smiled at the flowers again. "How did you know | liked pink roses?" she asked. 

"You said something about it once. | remembered." 

"I think I've mentioned you're a little unusual in some ways." 

"A few," he replied with a grin "Oh. | have one more thing for you." 

"Something else? Glenn, you're spoiling me rotten!" Claire exclaimed. 


"No, I'm not. But you need to sit down Its gonna take a couple of minutes." 


"Oooookkayyyy," she answered, and sat on the sofa. 


"Be right back" He went into the guest room and got the guitar he kept at her place. He sat in the rocker near 
the sofa and plinked a little on the instrument, getting it tuned to his satisfaction. "I'm gonna have to re-string 
this thing before too long," he said a little absently. He looked up at her and grinned. "My buddy Jack Tempchin 
came in last week and helped me out with this song. It's been kind of floating around in my head for a while, 
but | wanted to finish it and he gave me an assist. Jack wrote ‘Already Gone’ and ‘Peaceful, Easy Feeling” 


‘Oh, wow. OK," Claire said, wondering where this was going. "Is it going to be on your new album?" 


He nodded. "Yeah. | told Jack I'd met this incredible woman, and kept trying to get my feelings on paper, but 
couldn't quite do it. So, he gave me a hand. Want to hear it?" 


Claire nodded in bemusement. "Sure." 


Glenn smiled. "Good. | really hope you like it. It's called ‘New Love." He strummed a couple of chords and sang, 
‘New love is callin’ me. Old love has set me free. Old love is just some fears Ive cried New love is walkin’ by my 
side. And it's so right, and its so fine. Its new love, and its mine, all mine." He sang the rest of the song, hardly 
daring to look at Claire, but instead, focusing on his playing and the words. When he finished, he strummed a 
couple more chords and finally looked at Claire, whose eyes were huge with wonder. She put her fingers to her 
mouth. 


"That song is for.. for me?" she whispered. 
He nodded. "Yeah. The first time we kissed, | had the opening line in my head. Do you like it?" 


‘Oh gosh, Glenn, how could | not love it? | mean, its a great song in its own right, but knowing the story behind 


it? Really? You feel all that? For me?" 


"Yeah," he answered. "Why not for you? You're a wonderful woman, Claire. You're beautiful, funny, smart -- oh 
God, are you smart -- and you're real. There's nothing fake about you. And | get the impression you don't give 
a crap what | do for a living. | mean, you appreciate it, but | could dig ditches and that would be fine with you. 


| can't tell you how rare that is." 


"Well, you're right about one thing. As long as you have honest work, | don't care. But beautiful? C'mon, Glenn. | 


have a mirror. | know what | look like." Claire's mother always said she couldn't take a compliment gracefully. 


He shook his head. "Women. You clearly don't see what | see when | look at you. All you see are what you think 
are flaws. That's not what | see. | see this gorgeous woman who's all soft curves and." He put his guitar aside, 
stood, and raised Claire to her feet. "Who feels so incredible in my arms and makes me so thankful | went to 
Trowbridge's that day." He dipped his head to kiss her, and the feel of her mouth against his was somehow 


different -- as if all her reservations were gone. 


Their kiss was pure passion and they clung to each other. When Glenn lifted his head, he looked into Claire's 


eyes. "Can | stay tonight?" he asked softly. 


Claire knew what he was really asking and she nodded. She'd run out of reasons to keep saying no. He had 
feelings for her, she for him, she was lonely and thought he was too -- and there was that powerful physical 
pull she'd never felt for another man. She slipped her hands under the lapels of his blazer and slid it off his 
shoulders. Glenn shrugged out of the coat and put it on the sofa He was willing to have Claire take the lead, 
here. He had a strong feeling this was a big deal to her, and then some. She took his hand and led him down 
the hallway to her bedroom. 


Claire was shaking with nerves, but Glenn's hand was warm and steady in hers. The idea of his beautiful hands 


being on her body, knowing what music they could coax out of six strings on a guitar made her hot and cold. 


When they got into her room, she switched on the tiny lamp by the bed, but it was enough light, she thought. 
Then she turned to Glenn. "Look, | want this. But | want you to know I'm not very experienced. | know | was 
married for three years, but | was never very good at this. | just." Her voice faded as Glenn put a finger on 


her lips. 


Its OK. | just want you to be comfortable with me. If you want to stop anything, say the word. But | promise 
we'll go slow and easy. All right?" 


She nodded. "All right." But she stood, a little uncertain. So, Glenn took her hands and placed them on his chest: 
"Want to do the honors?" he said. 


Claire gave him a small nod and smile, and pulled his shirt out of the waist of his trousers. She started 
unbuttoning it, and ran her hands across his lightly furred chest. He made a pleased sound as he brought his 
hands up to unfasten the cuffs and dropped the shirt from his body. Claire stepped out of her shoes and 
Glenn followed suit. He kissed her again and smoothed his fingertips down her back to the hem of her sweater. 
He slipped his hands underneath and said, "Can |?" 


"Yeah." 


Glenn slowly raised her sweater up, following the contours of her back, and smiled as she raised her arms so 
he could ease it over her head. Her bra looked like it was a floral satin fabric with lace insets and he traced 
the curve of her breasts over the lace with gentle fingers. He looked at Claire's face, which was a strange 
mixture of fear and longing. He kissed her forehead and ran his hand down her hair. "What is it, babe?" 


"Nothing. Just. | don't know." 
"Are you OK? We can stop." 


"No, I'm all right. Its been a while, thats all. And you've never seen me, and | mean, you're trim and handsome, 


and I'm not trim anywhere, and | don't want you to be turned off by my body." She hung her head miserably. 


‘Oh, baby. C'mere," he said, holding her close, and she reveled in feeling his bare skin against hers. "You're 
beautiful, just like you are. | wouldn't change anything," he said, which surprised him, since he usually dated the 
girls with beautiful California beach bodies. But Claire was so different in so many ways, and her generous 
curves were as desirable to him now as any beach bunny had ever been Her skin was smooth, like satin, and 
pale, since she wasn't a sun worshipper. But the sight of his hands, darker against her fair shoulders, was 


somehow erotic. 


“All right," she whispered, but she didn't sound confident. Glenn tilted her chin up and kissed her again, stroking 
her back, trying to convey the idea that he wanted her so much. Finally, her body softened against his and he 


felt her relax into his embrace again. He brought one hand up her back and flipped open the clasp on her bra 


He drew back a little and slid the straps down her arms, freeing her breasts to his appreciative gaze. He looked 
into Claire's anxious face and smiled a little wolfishly at her. "Wow," he said, low, and kissed her again. He felt 
her hands at his waist and knew she was unfastening his belt and his trousers. 


Claire thought she might die of embarrassment when Glenn took her bra off and looked at her. But his obvious 
appreciation gave her confidence and she started undoing his pants. She pushed them past his narrow hips and 


the rear end that filled out his jeans to perfection He wore navy briefs that were sinful sweetness on his 


body. 


"You are so sexy," she breathed. His deep-set eyes were shadowed in the dim light, but she could swear they 


were twinkling at her. 


His chuckle was low. "Thanks. Now, for these," he said, and unfastened her slacks. She stepped out of them and 
he reached to pull back the comforter, sat down, and patted the space beside him. He really was taking this 
slow. But before she sat, she reached into the nightstand and pulled out a round container. 


"My pills. l'm safe." 
He nodded. "OK. Good to know." He was prepared too, just in case. 


Claire replaced the container and sat beside Glenn on the bed. He leaned in to kiss her again and one arm 
around her, gently reclined with her back on the bed. Claire had forgotten how it felt to have a man on top of 
her like this. But he wasn't smothering her. One elbow took part of his weight, and he rolled them to their 


sides, so he could keep kissing and touching her. 


Claire felt like she was melting into a pool of warm caramel. This was all new territory for her. Adam was a 
decent husband, she supposed, but he was never a lover. His lovemaking, such as it was, was mostly to satisfy 
a physical need -- his. He'd have been finished by now, and snoring beside her. Glenn hadn't even really gotten 
started yet, but Claire already felt she was in some kind of sensual, X-rated dream that would be over come 
the morning. It was surreal to have a man spend this much time with her body. His hands were all over her, 


stroking her skin, and he actually listened to her responses. Then, he finally got around to cupping her breasts 


in his hands, and Claire whimpered with the sensation as he gently tweaked her ripples. 


"You all right?" he asked softly. She nodded. "Can | use my mouth?" She nodded again and he nuzzled her breast 
tenderly, then took the peak in his mouth. Her flesh was warm and sweet. 


At the feel of Glenn's mouth on her breast, so warm and moist, Claire arched up to him, panting. Oh, this felt 
like nothing else ever had. And she felt his hand over her panties, rubbing her body. He was turning her into a 
blithering idiot. 


Glenn was wondering what fool never realized the passion inside this woman He slipped his fingers under the 
crotch of her panties and gently, slowly, eased the flesh apart to touch her inner moistness. To his delight, she 
was absolutely soaking wet. This made everything much easier. He stroked her and her hips bucked in response. 


He rubbed the moisture up to her button and got a sobbing cry for his efforts. He looked at her face. Her 


eyes were closed and her body was tense with wanting. 


Claire felt Glenn's fingers on her body and a strangled cry was all she could manage. She wanted more, more, 
more. She sensed him taking her panties off and they were naked together. She felt his hardness against her 
thigh and for the first time ever, knew the desire to have a man inside her. But his mouth was on her breast, 
his fingers driving her to the brink of insanity, moving in and out of her heat, worrying her sweet spot, 
preparing her body for his. 


‘Can |?" he said. All she could do was nod. Glenn eased his body over Claire's and feeling for her heat, slid inside 
her body, watching her face the whole time. He nearly lost it the second he was fully seated in her, she was 


so hot and tight around him. He recited baseball stats under his breath to keep himself together, and 


concentrated on making sure Claire was with him. 


As soon as she felt Glenn's body inside hers, Claire wanted to sob with the feeling. She couldn't even open her 
eyes long enough to see his whole body, she didn't want to freeze. But he filled her completely. It was a feeling 
she'd heard about, but never really experienced. She felt him teasing her button again and she writhed 
underneath him, needing him to move, to feel his length thrusting into her body. "Glenn, baby, please." she 
gasped. 


He heard her words with deep satisfaction. He got the impression no man had brought her to this point and his 
male pride was gratified to know he was the one who drew this response from her. He started moving slowly, 
allowing her to get used to the sensations. He picked up the pace and she locked her hands to his shoulders and 
met every thrust. 


Glenn had the feeling his shoulders would have claw marks in the morning, but he didn't care. This was too 
good, and he was too close -- and so was she. Just a tiny bit more stroking on her sweet spot, and then a 
couple of well-timed thrusts, and she was screaming her orgasm. The feeling of her body spasming around him 
had him spilling inside her with the most exquisite release. 


Claire knew her orgasm was just on the horizon. She could feel it starting from her toes and rippling up the 


small of her back to engulf her whole body in fire. She heard Glenn's hoarse cry as he climaxed, but then she 
went limp in sated bliss. His body relaxed too, but he didn't stay on top of her. He brought them to their sides, 
their bodies still joined, as he held her close and put his cheek against her hair. He whispered his lips across 
her forehead, where her damp bangs lay against the skin "You all right?" 

"Oh yeah," came the drowsy answer. "Never better," which got a tired chuckle from her lover. 

"That's good," was his amused reply. "You wore me out, woman" 

"lm not apologizing,” she said, her tone smug. 


"That's OK. I'm tough. | can take it." 


"Mmmm," was the answer he got. She lay quietly for a few moments, then shifted in his arms. "Much as | 
hate to, | have to get up, sweetheart." 


"All right.” He eased out of her body and she drew a sharp breath. "Everything good?" 

"Yeah. Just been a while, that's all" He nodded and she got out of bed, but as she stood, she took in the sight 
of Glenn's naked body. She shook her head with a grin and went into the bathroom. She washed herself with 
warm water and knew she was going to be sore in the morning, even though Glenn was very gentle with her. 
Sinfully handsome, a gifted musician, a voice like an angel, and an incredible lover. It was unreal. And he was in 
her bed. She went back into the bedroom, pulled a cotton nightshirt from the dresser and donned it. She looked 
over at Glenn, who'd slipped back into his briefs and had a Colorado T-shirt on. He knew, with her being a little 


sore now, she would probably want to sleep. 


She turned out the light and lay down. Glenn immediately cuddled against her, arm around her waist. "Mmmm. | 


love the way this feels, baby. You in my arms. It's right." 
"Thank you for being so patient with me. | was an idiot for letting my stuff get the better of me," she said. 


"No, hon. You were honest and real with me, and that's what | want. You weren't scared or anything, were 


your" 

"Not at all. + was wonderful” 

"Good. tm glad. | kind of had a good time, too. 

"Really? Never would have guessed," Claire snarked and they both laughed. 
He kissed her again. "Happy birthday, sweetheart, and good night" 


"Good night, sugar," she replied before both slipped into deep sleep. 


Glenn turned over and found he was alone in Claire's bedroom. He stretched lazily and cast his thoughts back 
to the night before. Wow. He was glad they waited until she was completely ready. That might have been the 
sweetest lovemaking he'd ever experienced. He was still amazed at how Claire gave all of herself to him, even 


though she was apprehensive. It humbled him, too. He knew this was a huge step for her. 


He sniffed the air. Bacon? Oh, boy. A night of fantastic sex and then Claire's divine cooking for breakfast. Life 
didn't get much better. He got up and found a pair of track shorts to put on He had a bag with a couple of 
changes of clothes over here, just in case. He brushed his teeth, then padded into the kitchen Claire was taking 
bacon from a cast iron skillet and moving it to paper towels. She wore a T-shirt and shorts, which made sense 


for someone who was cooking. 


She looked at him and smiled. "Morning, sweetheart. Coffee's ready.” She poured the hot fat from the skillet 
into a little stoneware pitcher and returned the pan to the heat. "Breakfast is getting there." 


Glenn went to Claire and pulled her to him. He kissed her soundly. "Morning, yourself. You OK?" 


‘Im fine," she replied, but grinned widely at him. "Your hair is ridiculous. It's all over the place." She reached to 
finger comb it into some semblance of order, then went back to her cooking. "I scramble my eggs. Is that all 


right?" 


"Works for me," he answered and went to pour a cup of coffee. He leaned against the counter and watched 
Claire work She opened the oven and took out a pan of golden biscuits. Glenn's jaw dropped. "You made biscuits 


this morning?" 


She glanced at him. "Yeah. They're not a big deal to make. And it's a little more, oh, | don't know, special? Than 
toast?" She smiled at Glenn. 


He grinned at her. "They look incredible. You don't get biscuits in Detroit very much. Or not in families like mine, 


anyway. | mean, Mom's a good cook, but it's Michigan. It's not like homemade biscuits are that common 


"| understand where you're coming from," Claire answered with a smile. "Eggs are ready, so get a plate and 
let's eat." 


"Yes, Ma'am," he answered. 
They sat close at the table, and Glenn devoured the food. Claire even had homemade plum preserves for the 
biscuits and they were delicious. He leaned back in his chair. "I'm gonna put on twenty pounds eating your 


cooking, baby," he said. "But what a way to do it” 


‘lm glad you like it," Claire said as she cleared the table. She put the leftovers away and stretched. "I think I'm 
staying in today. Maybe go back to bed. | don't get too many lazy days." 


Glenn took her hand and pulled her to his lap. "I've got some great ideas on how we could spend the day." 

"IIl bet you do," Claire replied dryly. "I think I've created a monster." 

He laughed. “But at least it's a really friendly monster." He waggled his eyebrows. 

"Oh, you." She leaned down to kiss him. He pulled her to his mouth, and nearly toppled them both over in the 
chair. Claire grabbed the table edge for balance. "Breaking our necks isn't the ideal outcome, here, darlin," she 
teased. 

"No kidding." He stood and started to take her in his arms, but some perverse imp made Claire goose Glenn in 
the ribs and she took off down the hall. "HEY!" he yelled and pelted after her. His socks were slick on the 
hardwood floor, and he slid several feet before catching himself. He got to the bedroom door, to see Claire 
standing in the middle of the room, laughing at him. "Oh, you're gonna pay for that, woman!" he said, and ran 
toward her, but she scooted around to the other side of the bed. 


"You'll have to work for it," she said. 


"Watch me," he answered. He very deliberately stalked toward Claire, seeing the mischief in her eyes. He was 
sure he had her cornered, but she ducked under his arm and rolled across the bed to the opposite side. 


She taunted him, "You're not even trying!" 

"Oh yeah?" Not for nothing was Glenn a good athlete. He made it around the bed faster than Claire could track 
him, and had her on her back on the bed with him on top of her, pinning her body to the bed, kissing her neck 
and tickling her. In a moment, his kisses turned passionate, the tickles turned to caresses, and their lips were 
fused together again, until they had to break to breathe. Glenn grinned at Claire. He loved that she was willing 
to play and be a little silly with him. "Hellcat," he said, without heat. 

"lll take that as a compliment,” she panted. 


"You ought to. You. Are. Incredible," he answered, emphasizing each word with a kiss. 


Claire arched her body to Glenn's as she kissed him, wanting him closer, pulling his body to hers. She ran her 
hands up his T-shirt, loving the way his skin felt under her fingers. 


He nuzzled her ear. "Do you want me to take my shirt off?" he said teasingly. 
"Mmm-hmm," she replied. 


"Then tell me what you want, babe. Whatever you want." 


"Take your shirt off, Glenn," Claire said. 


He sat up, wolfish victory all over his face, and peeled his shirt off. Claire ran her hands up his chest, 


admiring him. "Like what you see?" he smirked. 

"Yep. Now come here and kiss me." 

"Bossy, aren't you?" 

"You told me to tell you what | wanted. | want you to kiss me," Claire said. 

His grin widened. "Yes Ma'am" He leaned in to kiss her again. Claire brought her hand up to his face and ran a 
hand through his hair. His mouth was amazing. Soft lips, and he knew exactly what to do with them. She didn't 
dwell on why Glenn was such an excellent kisser, but focused instead on how his mouth set her on fire. He 
kissed his way up her jaw, and nibbled her earlobe. "I'm still taking requests,” he whispered. 

“Surprise me," Claire whispered back. 

Glenn raised his head and the glint in his eyes was almost scary, it was so wicked. "Really?" 


"Yeah. | trust you.” 


At her words, his face softened and he kissed her so tenderly. "Thank you." Then the roguish grin was back 


and he said, "Close your eyes. No peeking. | promise I'll make you feel so good" 


"I believe you," she said, before closing her eyes. She felt Glenn's hands run down her sides, and then he raised 


her T-shirt up. 


"Arms up, babe," he said. She complied, and he removed her shirt. Then he hooked his thumbs in her shorts 
and underwear and slipped them from her body. Claire was glad she had her eyes closed, or she knew her first 
instinct would be to burrow under the cover. Except Glenn was mostly sitting on her hips, keeping her still. He 


sighed and she thought she heard the word, "beautiful" under his breath. 


She could feel herself turning crimson all over as she felt his eyes on her body and she turned her head to 


the side. 


"You're blushing!" he said in delight. "| don't remember the last time | knew a girl who had enough modesty left 
to blush." But it was clearly a compliment. He lay down, partly on top of her -- enough so she could feel his 
skin along hers, but not enough to be uncomfortable. He kissed her again and said softly, "Just relax, baby. Its 
just us. Relax." 


Glenn wasn't sure why Claire was so nervous about sex, but he was going to make it his mission to see that 


she wasn't nervous with him, at least. People might be able to lay more than a few sins at his door, but never 


let it be said he was a selfish lover. So he kissed her again, and touched her softly, caressing her body until 
she melted against him. He murmured his approval and started kissing down her neck until he reached her 
breasts. With his mouth and hands, he gave them his whole attention, until he drifted one hand down to her 
center. Claire parted her thighs and felt Glenn stroke her as gently as he had last night, feeling for her 
wetness, Touching her softly. 


His mouth left her breast and moved to her belly, kissing the pale, satiny skin and lower. She gasped, divining 
his intentions. "What are you doing?" she squeaked. 


"Still trust me?" 

"Yeah." But she didn't sound quite certain 
"OK. Just go with me on this, then" 

"All right" 


Claire lay still as Glenn's mouth moved lower on her body, and he finally touched his tongue to her folds. She 
nearly came off the bed, it was so intense. But so, so good. 


"Easy, sweetheart," he murmured and settled in to give her what he hoped would be a mind-blowing orgasm. 
Some guys didn't like giving oral, but Glenn loved all aspects of a woman's body, and this was guaranteed to 


bring her to climax -- when done properly. And he took great pride in his lovemaking. 


She was burning to ash right there on her bed -- she was sure of it. Claire felt like Glenn's mouth was licking 
fire into her veins. She started shivering with the feeling and moaned when his tongue touched her there. He 
kept up the exquisite torment and Claire could feel a climax building in her body, swirling around her and finally, 
hitting her like a rogue wave at the beach, sending her senses splintering all over the room, as she writhed 
underneath his mouth and Glenn held her hips steady under the onslaught as she shattered. He raised his head 
to see his girl lost in ecstasy, and it was beautiful. 


Glenn kissed his way back up Claire's shuddering body, holding her close, stroking her back, murmuring softly 
to her until she drifted back to earth. Her eyes finally fluttered open and she looked up to see his face, just a 
hint of smugness in his smile. Well, he had a right to be a little smug, she figured. He'd just made her fall 
apart all over the place. Adam had never offered to do it, and although Claire had heard it was fantastic, she'd 
never experienced it before. "Hey there," he said softly. 

"Hey." 

"I think | wore you out this time." 


"Mmmm," she agreed. "But it was worth it. Thank you." 


His grin widened. "You're welcome." 
"No one has ever." her voice trailed off. 


Glenn's eyebrows went up. "Really?" She shook her head. "Wow. Well, | know some guys don't like it. I'm not in 


that category." 

"Obviously," Claire said with a small smile. "Why do you like it?" 

He shrugged. "I like women. | love their bodies. And there's something really gratifying about seeing a beautiful 
woman go into orbit and knowing you're the one making her feel that way. | guess its a male ego thing, at 
least a little." 

Claire laughed. "Well, in your case anyway, there's some justification for it." 

He snickered. "I'll remember that." 


She looked at Glenn and frowned. "I'm afraid you didn't get much out of it," she said. 


Another shrug. "Whats the rush? How about | get this blanket over us, and you cuddle right up and take a 


nap? | know you want to. You can barely keep your eyes open 

"Sounds like a plan, | have to say," she answered. 

Glenn smiled sweetly at her. "Want your T-shirt?" 

Claire nodded and he located the garment and helped her put it on. She got settled in his arms again and was 


asleep almost immediately. Before he dozed off, Glenn reflected Someone up there must have decided to cut 


him a break. He was grateful. 


Sweet Sunday 


Author's Notes: 
Yeah, it's been a while since the last update. Real life and all. But it's finally here. 


Enjoy and please leave a review! 
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Claire felt something brushing her face. She raised her hand to shoo away the fly, or whatever it was, and 
her hand was captured by Glenn's. Her eyes opened to see him grinning at her. 


"What are you doing?" she grumbled. 


His grin turned to a snicker and he covered her mouth with his. "This," he murmured against her lips. And she 


felt his hand sneak up her shirt to cover her breast. 
"Evil," she said. 


"Mmmmmm," he agreed and nosed around to her earlobe, which he nibbled softly. "Are you still 


sore?" he asked. 

"| don't think so," she answered. "Why?" As if she didn't know. But she wanted to hear what he said. 
"Because," he said, between kisses. "I want that hot body of yours again." 

"Is that so?" 

He rolled on top of her, "Absolutely. You made me wait long enough." 

"Yeah you were really deprived," she said, eyebrows raised. 

"Oooh baby. If you only knew." His eyes were twinkling and his naughty grin was enough to make her rip his 
clothes off -- if he had any on, which he didn't. He kissed her again and she kissed him back, but then, in a 
rush of bravery, Claire pushed him to his back and was sitting on his hips. "What the.?" he said, until she 
silenced him with a kiss. 


‘Its surely my turn to make you feel good now," she said. 


The naughty grin came back at full wattage. "I'm game." 


"Thought you might be." She started by kissing his neck, going to his earlobes, mouthing them and feeling him 
move restlessly, Claire trailed her mouth down his neck to his chest and nibbled at one nipple, while she lightly 
scratched the other. 


"Woman, you're killing me," he gasped. 
| haven't even started yet," she answered, a husky note in her voice that heated his blood even more. She ran 
her hands across his flat tummy and said, "I like your happy trail" She traced the line of hair from his navel 


to his groin with one finger. 


"Remember what | said about you being a hellcat?" he whimpered, but she just laughed as she admired his 


body. 

"You are so gorgeous," she said. "I could look at you all day.” 

"You can do more than look," he answered. 

"| can, can't |?" 

| hope you will” 

"Oh, I'll get around to it," she teased, and ran her hands up his thighs, feeling him twitch all over as she did it. 
She didn't want to leave him hanging for too long, but it was so delicious, being able to explore his body. She 
hoped the pointers she picked up from Cosmo would help her out right now, as she circled his shaft with 
gentle fingers and touched him, picking out the spots that made him yell the loudest. 

This woman was going to kill him. Her hands on his skin were tender, and her touch was so softly erotic he 
could hardly stand it. When she finally put her mouth on his hardness, he was torn between cursing and saying 
a prayer of thanks. And oh, god, was Claire ever working him over. He was going to lose it like a 15-year-old, 
All his self-control just disappeared under her mouth and hands. Everything she did was exactly right. So much 
so, he couldn't help himself and he climaxed with something like a howl. 

Claire could tell he was very close, and when he came, she pulled away a little and caressed him as he went 
limp on the bed. One thing she remembered from being married was that having a towel nearby was a good 


thing, so she grabbed it and applied it carefully, knowing he'd still be extra-sensitive. 


Glenn stretched an arm out and Claire snuggled to his side. She rubbed his chest and he sighed. "You're a 


talented woman" 
"That good, huh?" and it was her turn to be smug. 


"You have no idea." 


"Glad you liked it." 


Oh, | liked it, babe. Did | ever like it!" He opened his eyes and they were still a hazy gray with satisfaction. He 
gave her a lazy smile that made her heart turn over. A thought hit him and he turned on his side to face 
her. "Let me ask you something." 


"What?" Claire studied his face, but saw only curiosity in it. 
"Was that your first time to, you know, give a guy head?" 
She closed her eyes and sighed. "Yeah." 

"Really. Wow." 


"I told you | wasn't very experienced. | didn't date a lot in high school, and | just never was brave enough to 


get that deep with a guy." 


Claire's tone was a little defensive and Glenn felt like a heel for asking. "I'm sorry, Claire. | didn't mean to upset 


you." 


"You didn't, not really. | guess I'm just a little touchy about it.” 
"Most men love this, though. What about Adam?" 


Well, she guessed this was all going to come up eventually, if she ever got into another relationship of any kind. 


"Adam told me if | was as inept at oral sex as | was at the rest of it, he'd rather not worry me with it" 
"Oh, my god. Was he just a natural born asshole or did he grow into it?" Glenn shook his head 

Claire gave him a wry grin “Truthfully? Honestly?" 

ini 


"I think he just didn't like being physical, at all. His sister said the same thing. He never was really interested in 
anything | had to offer. | think he married me just to please his family. That's why they won't have anything 
to do with me. They know, too. Things weren't good between us, and they knew it, and | think his sister told 
them what she suspected. Instead of being sympathetic, though, they acted like it was my fault. Like | 
somehow made him that way. It never was right between us, though. | was just too afraid of being alone to 
admit it. But I'd had enough and | was on the brink of filing for divorce when he died. But we were still married, 
and since he'd been with the fire department five years, he qualified for the pension, and as his widow, | got it. 
Best thing he ever did for me." She gave him a lopsided grin. 


Glenn snickered. "Well, at least you got something out of it" He leaned to touch his forehead to hers. "But l'm 
sorry you had to go through feeling like crap for three years to get it. He should have left you single.” He 
kissed her. "But take the word of a guy who's -- been around, let's say? You are NOT inept. No way." 


"| guess it's just a little hard for me to believe that a girl like me could have much to offer you." 
He looked perplexed. "Why?" 


"Because you have ‘been around’ and | haven't. You've seen so much more of the world than | have. | just 


wonder how | could. | don't know. It's hard to explain." 


Glenn nodded in understanding. "I get it. But no matter what I've done or seen, | still just want someone who's 
honest with me, who's not afraid of being herself, and who wants me for who | am, not for what | can do for 
her career, or to show off to her friends. | admit, it used to be kind of fun to be the prize they showed off, 
but that wore off pretty fast.” 


"That's terrible. | wish | could say | didn’t believe it, but | do." 


"Is happened. But then, there's you. And none of that other stuff even matters.” He kissed her again -- sweet 


and soulful. 


Claire returned the kiss, threading her fingers through his hair, scratching his scalp, giggling as he kissed her 
jaw and neck, his morning stubble lightly abrading her skin. "You need to shave, unless you're going for that 
casual, scruffy look," she teased. 


"Maybe | am. I'm feeling a little scruffy today. What's the matter -- don't you like whisker burn? l'm hurt." He 


grinned. 

She laughed. "Oh, you." 

"Maybe I'm not planning on going anywhere. Maybe l'm just planning on keeping you right here all day long.” 
"Is that so? You take a couple of B-IZ shots while | was gone?" 


She found herself on her back and Glenn looking down at her. "What -- you think | don't have the stamina to 
do it? I'd love to prove you wrong." He waggled his eyebrows at her. 


‘Its too much fun to tease you, sweetheart. You just take the bait every time like a big old catfish. Chomp!" 
She ran her foot up and down his leg playfully. 


"You're a sneaky woman. If you wanted me on top of you, all you had to do was ask. Not like /d have been 


embarrassed or anything.’ 


"| doubt there's too much that could embarrass you. You have no shame," she retorted. 


"Not much, nope." He nosed her neck up to her ear. "But you're right. | could use a shower. Care to join me? I'll 


be glad to wash your hair." 


Claire smiled at him. Being with Glenn was a whole different universe from her previous married experience. It 
was like moving from a shack into a million-dollar house. "You'll have to let me get up. You're a litte too heavy 


for me to move." 

"Oh, if that's all" and he sat up. 

"My shower isn't that big," Claire said, as she sat up, too. 

Glenn's grin was roguish. "Do you think that's really a problem?" 

"Stop it. | can't think at all when you look at me like that," she answered. 
"Thinking is so overrated." He leaned over and mouthed the back of her neck. 
| said stop it. You incorrigible man" 


His chuckle was downright evil. "Incorrigible, already? | haven't even started." He stood and stretched until his 
joints popped. Claire watched the muscles ripple across Glenn's chest and took a deep breath. He had a little 
more meat on his bones than he did when she saw them play. He was borderline skinny then Now, however, he 


was just about perfect. All she wanted to do was touch his body. She couldn't help herself. He was so sexy. 


Glenn was already in the bathroom and had the water running. Claire still sat on the bed, just thinking about 
her life had changed in a few weeks. "Hey!" he called. "A shower for two is no fun if only one is participating!" 


Claire laughed. Mercy, but he was persistent! She didn't really know how to deal with a man who wanted this 
level of physical intimacy. It was very new to her. She grabbed some clean clothes and made her way to the 
bathroom, where her very hot boyfriend was in the shower, singing "Sitting on the Dock of the Bay" in his 


beautiful, world-famous tenor. She was one lucky woman. 


She undressed and stuck her head around the curtain. Oh, lord. Did it get any better? He stood under the 
spray, water sluicing off his back and running down his sides, and hips, and legs, and that gorgeous butt. Why 
he wanted her was beyond Claire's comprehension, but she'd take him while she had him. She stepped into the 


shower. "You ought to put that on your new album," she said. 


Glenn turned to see Claire, naked and looking very, very uncomfortable. Didn't need that, so he took her hand 
and pulled her into a heated kiss, as the water poured down on both of them. "Put what on the new album -- 


the song or a picture of my bare ass?" 


"The song would be great, but your skin would sell records," she answered. "It worked for Loverboy." 
"That ass had red leather pants on it," he said, kissing her again. 


"| can see you in red leather pants," Claire replied, and taking her courage by the scruff, ran her hands down 


the aforementioned bare ass. "You've got the equipment to make them look like they're supposed to." 
Glenn's face was delighted. "You think so? Maybe I'd rather try black leather pants." 


Now that was an image for the ages, she thought. "If you wore black leather britches in concert, you'd have 


to bring in the National Guard to keep the girls from storming the stage." 


He laughed at that. "I'd better wash your hair or we're gonna run out of hot water." He reached for her 
shampoo and poured some into his hands. He ran them gently through Claire's wet hair and massaged her 
scalp, scratching it lightly and giving her goosebumps. She turned so he could rinse the soap out and when he 
finished, he turned her around again and kissed her, running his soap-slicked hands over her skin. He wanted 
her again, but he knew sex standing up was just more work than it was worth. But that vanity chair was 
sturdy. So he turned off the water before it got cold, grabbed a towel and rubbed his hair and hers with it, 


threw the towel on the chair and sat down. "Come here, woman," he said. 
"What?" Was he really considering this, she wondered. 


"Come here," Glenn growled, taking her hand and pulling her between his thighs. "Now then. | promise this will be 


good for both of us. You're in control this way. Get creative," he explained with a grin 
He was considering this! Claire just stared at him, dumbfounded. 


"C'mon Claire. | need you, babe," he said, pleading, then realized she really didn't know exactly how to go from 
here. "Here. Put your hands on my shoulders and your legs on either side of mine. Then, just sit down on me. | 
promise the rest will happen by itself." Glenn didn't mind coaching her a little. It was nice knowing she hadn't 


been with every other guy in the band, and then some. 


Claire did as Glenn asked, his face encouraging her as she eased herself down on to his hardness and locked 
their hips together. He felt so good inside her, all she could do was stay motionless for a minute, just to savor 


how good it was. "Do you want me to m-move?" she stammered. 


"Whatever feels good, baby. Anything you do is gonna work for me. So just go for it," Glenn answered, hoping 
she would get the hang of this. But he wasn't prepared for Claire's slow hip movements, as she rocked on to 
him, hands still on his shoulders for support. But once he had her motions figured out, he was able to match 
them and they had a steady, sensual rhythm going that was driving him crazy and made Claire feel like some 
kind of sex goddess. "Come on, baby. Take us there," he panted. 


Glenn's sensual words were like gasoline on a flame for Claire. She moved faster, with him talking her through 


it the whole way. The blissed-out look on his face when he climaxed pushed her over the edge, too, and she 
collapsed against his chest. After a few moments of silence, broken only by them catching their breaths, Claire 
murmured, "Now we need another shower." Glenn laughed at her words and held her close. 

"Did | mention you're incredible?" he said. 

"Maybe." 

"Well, you are." 

"I kind of like you, too," Claire said, kissing his jawline. "And you still need to shave." 


"IIl get around to it, eventually." 


"Let's see. We got up, ate breakfast, had sex, napped, had sex, showered and had sex again. What else do you 
want to do today?" 


"You mean endless rounds of sex weren't on the agenda?" he teased. 
She laughed. "I thought we might actually, oh, | don't know, get out of the house at some point.” 
"You optimist, you." 


‘| try." She slowly moved from his hips to sit against him. "But you do have a way of making the alternative 


very attractive." 
"I try," he mocked her gently, which earned him a pinch on his thigh. 
Claire leaned her head against his shoulder. "I hope | can walk." 


"You can" 
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Just going to a burger place for lunch, coming back home and cuddling in front of the TV had its merits when 
you did it with someone you cared about, Glenn thought, as they watched the movie "Charade" and shared a 
chocolate milkshake. He'd never seen the movie, but enjoyed it -- and especially liked watching Claire. Clearly, 
this was one of her favorite movies, and when Cary Grant kissed Audrey Hepburn, she sighed, "Lucky girl." 


Glenn shook his head. Women and Cary Grant. He leaned over and kissed Claire's neck. She squealed, "Hey! Your 


lips are cold!" 
"l'm warming them up," he answered, and did it again. 


"Not on me!" she shot back and elbowed him in the ribs. 


He laughed and pulled her close to his side. He honestly didn't remember the last time he'd enjoyed a weekend 
so much. The lovemaking was amazing, yes, but just being with Claire, being with her as a man and a woman, 
was the best part. She had something in her slow cooker for their dinner and the fragrance from the kitchen 


was already enticing. She'd already said he could stay the night, and he was glad to do it. 


Going into the studio tomorrow wouldn't be work because he planned to start working out "New Love." When he 
talked to his attorney again, he'd make sure Claire owned his part of the song, and received the royalties from 
it. If something happened, he wanted to know she was taken care of, and the song royalties should do that. But 
that was for later. Now, he was enjoying his lady's company, and looking forward to having her in his arms all 


night. When she looked up at him and smiled, it satisfied something inside him. Life was pretty good these days. 


